























Under the Stars of Paris 


Mary Burchell 

"Just pretend that the man you wish to marry isstanding before you,"the 
designer instructed Anthea asshe waited to model the wedding dressin 
the grand finale of his Spring Collection. 

But the man Anthea wished to marry wasout there in the salon — with 
the woman who had taken Anthea'splace ashisfuture bride 


CHAPTER I 


ANTHEA walked up the long slope of the Avenue desChamps-Elyseesin 
the clear, cool sunshine of a February afternoon. The sky wasthat pale, 
translucent blue which heraldsthe spring while still retaining the frigid 
beauty of winter. The trees—so soon to put on the first heavenly green of 
opening buds-were still leaflessand stark. But, in some indefinable way, 
one knew that the sap was rising, that the life of the year was stirring, and 
that presently the first intoxicating breath of spring would be wafted along 
the avenuesand boulevards 

Usually the scene enchanted her. Not only the matchless architectural 
prospect, but also the moving crowdsof the Avenue. The stroller, the early 
tourists the occasional groupsof provincials (too early for many of these) 
gazing at the sightsand feeling that they were seeing life, the busy 



Parisiansthemselvesy hurrying about their multitudinous affairs, even the 
smart, sharp-voiced policeman, directing the undirectable traffic. 

But today she waswalking along with an absorbed and purposeful air. 
An air which might have deceived anyone into thinking she wasbound for 
an important appointment. The truth was however, that Anthea had no 
appointment, no special object in view, no real idea, even, just what she 
wasgoing to do next. She wasdeceiving herself just asmuch asany 
observer, because she wastrying to pretend to herself that she was not 
frightened and at the end of a road which led nowhere. 

In her purse she had exactly fifty francs which soundsso much more than 
five poundsbut which buysabout the same. It wastrue that the rent of 
her small room, high up in the tall, old-fashioned house near the Ecole 
Militaire, waspaid until the end of the month. Butthisroom and the fifty 
francs rep resented all the security now existing in Anthea's life. 

At twenty-one, Anthea Marlowe had experienced rather more emotional 
upsand downsthan usually fall to the lot of anyone so young. Her mother 
had died when she wassixteen, and Anthea, the sole child of a handsome, 
popular and successful portrait painter, found herself acting the part of 
housekeeper in a large, attractive and modern flat, and hostess to an 
equally large, attractive and modern circle which eddied round her father. 

Colin Marlowe wasthat unusual phenomenon—a socially successful artist. 
Someone once said of him that he had brought flattery to the finest of fine 
arts, both on canvasand in the drawing-room. And Anthea—who was not 
without shrewd powers of judgment—knew that there was much truth in 
this 

Attractive himself, he liked attractive people round him. Not for him the 
subtle interest of a face lined with the story of long experience. Gay, good- 
humoured; tasteful, he had still a touch of the likeable adolescent in his 



make-up. And while Anthea loved her father, she had no illusions about 
his reliability asa stay and prop in life. 

All the same, the years as his hostess and home-maker had been gay and 
lovely, if a trifle without purpose. 

Then she had met Michael, and almost from that first evening she had 
known that life had a purpose at last. He wastall and fair and slightly 
arrogant. The way people alwayslike to think Englishmen are, while, in 
point of fact, with characteristic contrariness* they usually contrive to be 
something quite different. 

With him too it wasa whirlwind affair. He rang her up every day that 
week, took her out on four evenings* and, driving her home in hiscar on 
the Sunday evening, told her that he loved her and wanted to marry her. 

"Perfectly delightful!" everyone said. 'The ideal match." And—"Made for 
each other." For five happy monthsAnthea thought all thistoo. 

The only person who waslessthan satisfied washer father, and, ashe 
freely admitted, his reserve was based on selfishness pure and simple. (The 
expression washisown, and he managed to convey the impression that 
selfishnesswassomething rare and slightly admirable.) 

He wasnaturally reluctant to lose his pretty, efficient and presentable 
daughter, and often said—with a pathoswhich he himself secretly 
admired—that he wasa lonely old man now and it seemed asthough life 
were not to hold much more for him. 

Ashe wasan extremely well-preserved and attractive forty-eight, no one 
fell much for the lonely old man story, and asfor life not holding much 
more for him—it wasvery soon, and rather regrettably, to hold Millicent 
Edney for him. 

No one could deny that she wasthe type of good-looking, sophisticated, 
slightly malicious person who alwaysamused him, and Anthea could only 



hope that thisamused interest would stand the test of married life. For 
herself, she had never liked Millicent, who made a speciality of 
understanding other people's husbands* but if she were likely to prove the 
right woma n to console her father for her own loss* Anthea was more than 
willing to make the best of her. 

However, hardly had Millicent begun to flash Colin Marlowe's handsome 
emerald upon her finger when she also began to make it charmingly plain 
to Anthea that she could not fix her own wedding date too soon for her 
stepmother-to-be. Nothing nasty—well, frankly nasty —wasever said, of 
course. It wasjust that Anthea was made to feel so superfluousthat she 
sometimeswondered what she wasdoing in her own home. 

If her father noticed anything, he affected not to do so. For Anthea—dear 
and preciousthough she might be— wasalready becoming very, very 
faintly shadowy in outline to him, since she no longer made up part of his 
own immediate concerns 

Her sense of humour and her admirable tolerance kept Anthea from any 
open break with Millicent, for, after all, she would herself be marrying in 
something like six weeks and it behoved her not to quarrel with her 
father's choice in that short time. 

So Anthea controlled her feelings—even to the extent of going through 
the whole wedding day with every appearance of good feeling towards 
Millicent. Then, when the flat washerswhile the other two went on their 
honeymoon, she settled down to the task of sorting out her own belongings 
and making the final preparations for her marriage. 

Thiswasthe point at which Michael came to her and told her he had 
fallen in love with EveArmoor. 

He did not seek to excuse himself. He said he had struggled unavailingly 
against hisfeelingsand that he deserved anything Anthea liked to call 



him. But the fact wasthat he loved Eve, and the only possible course was 
to tell Anthea the truth and trust to her generosity to release him. 

She released him immediately, of course—with a few inadequate words 
dug out of her frozen consciousness a few well-sounding platitudeswhich 
deceived neither of them but somehow served to fill the ghastly rift which 
had suddenly been torn in their relationship. Sometimes asshe strove not 
to recall the scene, she felt that she must have been like someone dropping 
something which had suddenly become burning hot. 

There was no difficulty about the immediate decision. The difficulty came 
later, when for daysand nightson end she could think of nothing but the 
desperate, aching lossof Michael. Everything she did or thought or planned 
led straight hack to him—and had to be led forcibly away again. 

But more cruelly urgent and insistent than any personal tragedy of the 
emotions isthe irresistible march of day-to-day events And suddenly 
Anthea wasright up against the question of what she wasgoing to do 
now—where she wasto go. 

In lessthana week her father and Millicent would be returning. And, 
though her father might be quite content to hear that she wasstaying at 
home indefinitely after all, Millicent would be furious And Millicent being 
furious in the place which had so swiftly and completely ceased to be 
home was not something to contemplate calmly. 

Anthea felt she could not put enough distance between herself and such 
a situation. But the state of her finances and other practical 
considerations precluded any very distant flight Her father had always 
been lavish and open-handed where housekeeping expenseswere 
concerned. But he demanded in return a very good standard of living and 
a daughter who was presentable on all occasions The result wasthat, 



although Anthea had lived well, her bank balance waslessthan a 
hundred pounds in cold cash. Very much less if she had to settle one or two 
outstanding matters before making her departure anywhere. 

She wasdetermined not to ask her father for assistance. Indeed, she had 
no intention of being at home when he and his bride returned, for to 
receive Millicent'sa/veet-sour commiserationson what had happened was 
more than she could stand. 

And so Anthea had made the decision to go to Paris, which she knew 
almost aswell asshe knew London. There she would get a cheap room 
and teach English, act ascompanion, nursery governess receptionist—any 
of those optimistic-sounding careerswhich the uninitiated are apt to think 
exist until they put the issue to the acid test of practical search. 

Anthea had been more than two months in Parisby now, but the only 
work she had found wasone week ascompanion (virtually unpaid) to 
someone's slightly dotty and very unlikeable great-aunt, and three or four 
exhausting dayscaring for a couple of dreadful children who were so 
revoltingly full of self-expression that she herself could willingly have done 
some self-expression, of a murderousvariety, on her own account. 

And so, on thiscool, bright February afternoon, she waswalking up the 
Champs-Elysees looking asthough she knew exactly what she wasgoing 
to do next, and not having a clue. 

When she came to the Avenue GeorgesV she turned along it, thinking 
that perhapsthe slightly quieter scene might give her some sort of 
inspiration in her dilemma. Then, asshe wasabout to crossthe road, she 
paused to allow a stream of traffic to pass and, at the same moment, the 
tall man immediately in front of her stepped back, so that they collided. 

"Pardon, mademoiselle /" He turned, raised hishat, and then exclaimed in 
English, 'Why, hello!—I mean—I know you, don't I?" 



Anthea wasaboutto say coolly and pleasantly that thisopening had 
grey whiskerson it when she suddenly realized that those curiously light 
grey eyesand the good line of the cheek and chin were, indeed familiar to 
her. 

'Yes> I rather think—Though I can't remember just where—" 

"I can," he said, triumphantly recapturing the memory. "At the Bellingers', 
last summer. We danced together, and you told me you were engaged to 
a fellow who designed bridgesor something." 

So long ago! So cruelly long ago. Almost another world. A world which 
had securely contained herself and Michael—and no one else who really 
mattered greatly. 

"I remember," she said. 'You were over in England for a long weekend, 
but you told me you worked abroad." 

"Diplomatic," he agreed, presumably referring to his status rather than his 
remark. "I was in Rome at that time, but I've been in Parisforthe last few 
months Are you staying long or just on a—a shopping trip?" 

"He means—am I here to buy my trousseau?" thought Anthea, and 
wished these thingsdid not still make her wince. 

"I am here indefinitely," she stated, and although he could not know it, of 
course, she really flung down a challenge to fate when she said that. 

'Then I hope I may see something of you," he replied. "It'san odd 
admission to have to make, but I never knew your name. Someone just 
mumbled it at me before we danced. But I'm Roger Senloe. The time we 
met I wasstaying with some cousinsof mine whom you probably know. 
The Armoors The younger one, Eve, hasjust got engaged recently. Nice 
chap. Designs bridgesor some—" He stopped suddenly, evidently struck by 
the horrid coincidence. 



"Please don't mind." She wassorry for him because he looked much too 
nice to have said such a thing on purpose. "Asa matter of fact, it isthe 
same bridge-designer. My engagement wasbroken off about a couple of 
monthsago and Michael became engaged to your cousin." 

"I couldn't be more sorry or embarrassed," he said, and thiswasso 
obviously true that she could not feel quite so raw and hurt as she should 
have. 'You must be Anthea Marlow." 

'Yes, I am." 

"And out of all the remarksl might have used for light conversation, I had 
to make that one. Please forgive me." 

"But of course." 

"And now how do we break off this conversation," she thought, "without 
drifting on into all sorts of details and complications?" 

Something in hisglance made her guessthat, in spite of everything, he 
wasgoing to ask about seeing her again. And, with a sudden sensation 
bordering on panic;—a wild desire to escape from anything or anyone who 
could remind her of the past—she spoke first. 

"Look—the traffic iswith you. I mustn't keep you. Good-bye." 

'You're not coming my way ?" 

"No. I"—she glanced round—"have an appointment here—"She indicated 
the fashionable hairdresser's outside which they were standing. "And I'm 
afraid I am already late." 

She smiled at him composedly, made a pleasant little gesture of farewell 
with her hand, and, resolutely entering the rather imposing doorway, ran 
up the short flight of stepsto the reception desk. 

On such minor detailsdo our destinies hang. 

It had been Anthea's intention to ask for some imaginary person and 
then, after the consequent enquiriesand discussion, go out into the street 



again, by which time Eve Armoor'scousin would be safely out of the way. 
But, asshe came up the stairs she saw herself in the large mirror suspended 
there, and she thought absently, 

"I could use a good hair-do at the moment." 

Not that she could really think of such luxuries in her present position, of 
course. 

Or could she ? 

She glanced at the list of charges which hung above the reception desk, 
in the mood of one who stakeshisall on one throw of the dice. And, with a 
sense of recklessness impossible to explain or justify, she suddenly decided 
to spend most of her last few francson having her hair done. 

And so, when the receptionist looked up to attend to her, Anthea had, in 
a few crazy seconds* made her decision. 

'You have no appointment, madame?" The girl shook her head 
doubtfully and studied her big ledger with pursed lips "We are so very 
busy just now— naturally. But—well, Mademoiselle Claire might manage 
you." 

She called to a dark, vivid, boneless creature in a white smock who was 
passing, and after a moment or two of discussion, Anthea found herself 
following Mademoiselle Claire into the vast salon, with wash-basinsalong 
one side and a veritable forest of hair-dryers toilet tables and mirrors 
disposed about the place. 

There wasa tremendousamount of chattering and laughing going on 
and,asAnthea seated herself before one of the basins she wondered a 
little wryly why she had supposed that she would find a peaceful hour 
here. But the scene a mused and distracted her. There was some 
atmosphere of subtle excitement, of tingling anticipation, all around her 



and, while she could not explain it, in some indefinable way, she felt her 
spirits begin to rise. 

While she waited for Mademoiselle Claire to come to her, she studied her 
reflection in the mirror and wondered—with the first touch of humour she 
had been able to bring to the situation—just what it was Eve Armoor had 
which she lacked. 

It was not a bad face, she told herself, dispassionately considering its 
heart-shaped outlines* and her eyeswere good. Dark, large and well¬ 
shaped—and the long lasheswhich fringed them were her own. Her 
complexion wassmooth and creamy, with that faintly golden tint which 
belongsonly to dark-eyed blondes* and while her mouth wasa little wide 
for real beauty, a more objective observer than Anthea herself would 
have described it immediately asgenerous. 

But perhapsinthishour of depression she had been right to spend her all 
on her hair. Its golden, silky beauty—in such contrast to her dark eyes— 
deserved that final crazy gesture, for it shone with all the tender radiance 
of a good deed in a naughty world. 

Even the experienced Mademoiselle Claire paid it an unusual tribute 
when she returned, for she ran an appreciative—almost a gentle—hand 
over Anthea's bright head and said in English, 

"Very beautiful!" 

"Oh, thank you." Anthea smiled at her in the mirror, and then 
surrendered herself, with a little sigh of contentment, to the strong, expert 
fingerswhich seemed in some curiousway to smooth away something of 
the weight of care which rested upon her. 

Mademoiselle Claire knew her job. Not until Anthea wasseated before 
one of the dressing-tables* her wet gold hair clinging to her head like a 
silken cap, did the girl with the comb, the pinsand the clips say anything. 



And then it wasonlya conventional enquiry about Madame'slength of 
stay in Paris which could either lead to conversation, if her client so 
wished, or be briefly answered and succeeded by silence. 

"I haven't quite decided how long to stay," Anthea explained. "I have 
been here about two months"Then, because she had no wish to think- 
much less talk—of herself, she asked, "Why is it that you're so specially busy 
and—and full of vitality this afternoon? Your receptionist said that 'of 
course' you were busy. I wondered why." 

"Why, because of the Collections madame. The dress shows you know. 
Most of them open next week, and thisisthe heart of the dress-house 
district. The mannequinsand the vendeuses-even the sewing girls—are all 
excited and all want, of course, to look their best. Some of the most 
famousmannequinsin Parisare here at this moment." 

"Isthat so?" Anthea looked round with interest. 'Tell me who some of 
them are." 

'The girl over there, having a manicure, isfrom Courreges" Mademoiselle 
Claire explained obligingly. "And the dark, very elegant one who isjust 
finished— she isfrom Balmain." 

"And the girl just coming in?" enquired Anthea. 

"Ah, she isprobably the most famouscover girl in France," Mademoiselle 
Claire said, on a note of almost possessive pride. "She hasbeen to America. 
She iswhat you call free-lance," she added, pleased—and justly so—to 
show off her excellent English. "Most of the others a re on contract to one 
house or another, and any photographic work or outside modelling they 
do must be permitted by their employers" 

"How interesting!" Anthea looked round, studying the typeswith frank 
attention. Asshe did so, she met the equally interested glance of a woman 



sitting at a nearby table, having the finishing touchesput to the exquisitely 
sleek plaited coronet in which her dark hair wasarranged. 

Like almost everyone else in the place, she wasslender and elegant, and 
looked immensely alert and vital. Astheir eyesmet she smiled and very 
slightly inclined her head. 

Anthea returned the salutation, hoping she had not looked too 
shamelessly curiousabout the scene around her. And then, released from 
the ministrations of her white- smocked attendant, the woman got up with 
an air of decision and came acrossto where Anthea wassitting. 

" Pardon , mademoiselle "—unlike Mademoiselle Claire, she did not venture 
on any English—"are you also in the dressworld ? 1 

"Unfortunately, no, madame." Anthea too spoke in French and smiled 
thea/veet, rather fugitive smile which had once so charmed Michael. "Only 
an interested observer." 

'You say "unfortunately 1 . You mean that you would like to be in it?" 

"I—don't know. I never thought about it." Anthea gave a slight, surprised 
laugh. "I have no qualifications for it." 

"Except"—the woman turned to Mademoiselle Claire —'that she hasthe 
exact colouring—even, I think, almost the exact measurements—of 
Claudine. I noticed her assoon asshe came it. I watched her walk the 
length of the room, and by nature she walkswell." "So?" There wasno 
mistaking the interest—almost the excitement—in Mademoiselle Claire's 
voice. 'The poor Claudine—she will not be well in time for the Opening ?" 

"No, of course not. And it is her own fault. She should never have gone 
driving with that reckless Henri of herswith the Show lessthan a week 
away. She broke her leg, you know." And the woman spoke asthough the 
unknown Claudine had only had the leg on loan and had no right to 
break it. 



"It is very sad for her at the beginning of the season," observed 
Mademoiselle Claire with becoming feeling. 

"It isvery sad for Monsieur Florian," retorted the other woman sharply. 
"Eight modelscreated for Claudine—and she wasto wear the wedding 
dress." 

'The wedding dress!" Mademoiselle Claire wasaghast. So much so that 
Anthea, who was listening to all thiswith slight amusement but the most 
intense interest, could not help asking, 

"But surely someone else can wear the wedding dress?" 

There wasa shocked silence at this Then Mademoiselle Claire explained 
gently, asthough to a child —and in English so that Anthea would fully 
comprehend, 

'The wedding dress madame, isthe last great moment of the Show. As 
we say, the grande finale of the Collection. No one sees it beforehand but 
the designer and the mannequin who isto wear it—" 

"And I also—one day before the Show," put in the other woman austerely, 
thereby showing that she understood English perfectly well, even if she 
chose not to speak it very often. 

"It isthe—the final expression of the designer's art, and must reflect 
absolutely the personality of the mannequin who wears it. It would be 
quite, quite impossible for some other type to do justice to it. Only 
Mademoiselle Claudine, in thiscase," Mademoiselle Claire said regretfully. 

"Or someone who looksvery like Claudine," the older woman said. 

Anthea met her slightly narrowed gaze in the mirror. And suddenly she 
felt light and gay and reckless beyond expression. Like someone caught on 
a wave and 9/vept irresistibly towards a bright but unknown shore. 



"If I can be of any assistance to you, madame, with my colouring—and 
my measurements*" she said, a flash of humour lighting her face with an 
almost roguish expression, "I shall be very happy to do so." 

The other woman flushed slightly, which Anthea took to be a sign of 
excitement, since she could not imagine that anything ever caused this 
sophisticated creature embarrassment. 

"It isa risk—a gamble," she muttered in rapid French. "But he isa 
gambler. Perhaps it islessof a gamble than to create and make for 
Helo'i'se at this late hour. And she does not look a bride, Heloi'se. Young, 
but not virginal. Why should she?"the woman added in cynical 
parenthesis 

Then she turned to Anthea and spoke in slow but exact English 

"Mademoiselle, I am Suzanne Moisant, the Directrice of Monsieur Georges 
Florian, who is asyou know, the greatest dressdesigner in Paris" She 
paused here, asthough she thought someone might dispute this in which 
case she would know how to deal with them. 

AsAnthea, however, wasprobably the only client in the place without 
any passionate local loyalties she merely inclined her head respectfully 
and appeared ready to accept this statement at its face value. 

'You have heard of our plight," Madame Moisant went on. "It is possible 
for perhapsfour of Claudine'smodelsto be distributed among the other 
girls but the other four, including the wedding dress remain essentially for 
Claudine or her type. It seemsto me that Monsieur Florian would at least 
wa nt to see you a nd try you in one of the models 

"If," added Madame Moisant frankly, "you are too fat, or you walk like a 
camel when you know you are observed, or if in some other way you are 
impossible, we will thank you for your trouble and part senza rancor. If, on 
the other hand, you are remotely to be considered asa substitute for 



Claudine, you will have an opportunity of taking part in the most 
important dress show in Parisnext week. Doesthe idea appeal to you?" 

"Enormously," Anthea said, hardly able to keep from breaking into a 
paean of joy. 

'Then can you come over to the salon assoon asyou are ready, please? 
There is no time to lose." 

"I'll be with you in half an hour," Anthea promised, determined to obtain 
the address from Mademoiselle Claire, rather than admit to Madame 
Moisant her ignorance of something which, she felt sure, that lady 
considered should be known to all the world. 

Hardly had the Directrice of Florian turned her back than Mademoiselle 
Claire broke out excitedly, 

" Madame , if this should happen to you! It would be the most dramatic 
thing of the season. An unknown English girl to wear the wedding dressat 
the Florian 

"I don't really believe it yet," Anthea murmured. "Anyway, I may be quite 
impossible." 

"No, no ! It must be thisway!"the other girl declared. 'The story istoo 
good not to be true. I will make you so beautiful that Monsieur Florian will 
accept you immediately. You will see." 

And, indeed, so well did Mademoiselle Claire complete her work that 
when Anthea emerged from her hands* half an hour later, she certainly 
looked more exquisitely radiant and lovely than she had done since the 
first knowledge of Michael's love had provided itsown beauty treatment. 

Carrying her hat, and consciousthat her chestnut brown coat would 
probably look all wrong from Monsieur Florian's point of view, Anthea left 
the hairdressing salon, accompanied by the most fervent good wishesof 
Mademoiselle Claire, and walked the short distance to the imposing, 



elegant building which had the one word FLORIAN cut in deep capitalsin 
itsfagade. 

On the ground floor wasthe boutique where, asshe made her rather shy 
entry, she wasaware of a fascinating array of costume jewellery, scarves* 
glovesand incredibly expensive-looking dress etceteras 

"Madame Moisant is expecting me," she explained, with far more 
composure than she felt, and waswafted up the long, mirror-lined 
staircase to what were evidently rarer regionsabove. 

Asshe reached the top of the stairs she stepped on to a square landing 
where there were two or three desks* each with a black-clad vendeuse 
sitting behind it. These women, who did the actual selling of the models* 
were by no means a II young, and the one who came forward to attend to 
Anthea wasan elegant and well-preserved forty-five at least. 

Hardly waiting to hear Anthea'srepeated request for Madame Moisant, 
she conducted her along a narrow corridor, carpeted—as were the stairs 
and landing—in thick soft grey, and ushered her into a room where 
Madame Moisant, now wearing very smart horn-rimmed spectacles* was 
also sitting behind a desk. 

She removed her spectacles without a word, surveyed Anthea asthough 
from an entirely new angle and said to the vendeuse who had 
accompanied her, 

'You see what I mean?" 

"But of course, Madame Moisant. It isonly a question of the hip 
measurement." 

'Yes She looksbigger in that coat, of course," Madame Moisant said, 
making Anthea feel like a well-nourished elephant. 'Take off your coat 
and dress please, mademoiselle, and let ustake your measurements" 



Anthea obediently removed her outer garments and stood there in her 
slip while the vendeuse expertly flicked a tape-measure around her. She 
had the impression that both the women held their breath, and she was 
not sure she wasnot doing the same. Then Madame Moisant said in the 
tone of one thanking her Maker, 

"Right to a centimetre. I thought I could not be wrong." 

"It isa miracle," the vendeuse stated reverently, and Anthea blushed and 
hoped they were not all being rather blasphemous 

"Bring Number Forty-two," Madame Moisant ordered in a tone of 
emotion, and the vendeuse went out, leaving Anthea wondering whether 
or not Number Forty-two were a person. 

When it arrived, however, it turned out to be a dressof stiffened lace in 
an indescribably beautiful shade of iridescent green—so shining and 
exquisite that Anthea nearly cried aloud in her surprise and delight. 

It was lifted over her head, zipped in sheath- like closenessto her figure, 
and both women stood back to consider the effect. 

"If only she can walk!" Madame Moisant exclaimed, clasping her hands 
"Dear heaven, if only she can walk!" 

"For all the world asthough I were a para lytic," thought Anthea, amused 
and yet, in some odd way, beginning to catch the infection of excitement. 
Thiscould mean so much to her—so incredibly much! 

"Come along to the salon," Madame Moisant said, and the three of them 
went out of the room and along another thickly carpeted corridor to a 
long, light narrow room with a raised centre platform running its full 
length. At the end where they entered there was a small semicircular 
stage, and a side entrance from this Madame Moisant explained, led to 
the mannequins' dressing-room. 



"Now," Anthea was instructed. "Start from the stage and walk, at a 
reasonable pace, the full length of the platform, turn—casually, but so that 
everyone can see all views of the model, and walk back rather more 
slowly, turn again, and come off at the side of the stage." 

Wondering rather frantically what "a reasonable pace" might be, Anthea 
strove to follow the instructionsexactly. But she had to repeat the 
performance a dozen timesbefore Madame Moisant said, 

"She is not quite impossible." And then, to the vendeuse, "Madame, will 
you ask Monsieur Florian to come here." 

The vendeuse disappeared and, turning to Anthea, the Directrice said, 

'You must not be afraid. You must not mind anything that Monsieur 
Florian says Fie isvery nervousjust now. A designer's reputation isat stake 
every time he showsa Collection. And then—for Claudine to do thisto us!" 
Her voice shook slightly asshe contemplated afresh the immensity of 
Claudine'slack of consideration. 

Anthea bit her lip and tried not to feel more nervousthan ever. Then the 
vendeuse returned, accompanied by a slight, fair-haired man with 
beautiful hands thinning hair, and the air of an exhausted and impatient 
schoolboy. 

"It isridiculousand quite useless" he wassaying, in a faintly petulant 
tone. "Amateur mannequinsare the devil at all times but at the opening 
of the Collection—" 

Fie stopped suddenly and stared at Anthea, who wasstanding at the far 
end of the platform. Then, in a very quiet but completely carrying voice, 
he said, 

"Walk towards me—asthough you liked me—and were coming to greet 
me." 



Somehow, that wassuddenly so much easier than obeying Madame 
Moisant'sdetailed, staccato instructions Anthea smiled faintly and walked 
towardshim, easily and naturally, and because she wasconsciousthat 
never in her life before had she worn such a becoming dress her body 
moved insensibly with a proud and touching grace. 

"Walk away from me and do that again," Monsieur Florian commanded. 
And Anthea repeated the performance. 

'Thank you, madame. We shall not need you any more," he said, and 
unspeakable wavesof disappointment engulfed Anthea, until she realized 
that he had addressed the vendeuse. Then he turned to Madame Moisant 
and said, We will see her in the wedding dress" 

"Already?" Even Madame Moisa nt wasstartled out of her habitual calm. 

"Of course." He looked paler and more exhausted than ever. "If she will 
not do in the wedding dress we must begin all over again." 

Thistime it wasMadame Moisa nt who went away, and after a moment, 
Monsieur Florian said, "Come here, mademoiselle." 

Anthea came obediently to stand in front of him. 

'You understand that, though you are a complete stranger, I am having 
to trust to your honesty and discretion to a degree I would not use with my 
closest friends The secrets of every Collection are guarded— with the 
utmost jealousy, but the Wedding Dress"— somehow it had acquired 
capita Is when spoken of in that quiet, tired, urgent voice—"isthe most 
closely guarded secret of all. I have no choice but to share thiswith you 
now. Today is Friday. The Collection will not be shown until Tuesday. Can I 
rely on you to guard thissecret asfaithfully aswe do ourselves?" 

"Of course," Anthea said gravely. "I promise you, mons/eur, that whether 
you engage me or not, I shall know nothing of the two dresses I have seen 
when I go 



"Son/" He turned away and said nothing more to her until Madame 
Moisant returned, carrying over her arm what looked to Anthea 
something like a cloud of morning mist, sparkling with the dewsof dawn. 

"Come!" she said peremptorily, and led Anthea into the empty dressing- 
room behind the little stage, where she expertly peeled off the green lace 
dressand, with the deftest and lightest of touches* arrayed her in the 
fabulouswedding gown. 

Then, and only then, did it come over Anthea, with a wave of ironic 
bitterness* that she was being given the exquisite shadow in place of the 
precious substance. The most beautiful wedding dress in the world—but no 
wedding, no Michael! 

She started to say something confused about not being able to go on 
with it after all, but, with a purposeful air, the other woman thrust her out 
on to the small stage. At the end of the long platform Monsieur Florian 
stood, and asshe hesitated, he said, 

"Come, mademoiselle. And remember you are a bride." 

She found herself walking forward. She knew that her smile must be 
tremulousand her dark eyesmisty with unshed tears But the age-old 
compulsion of the show which must go on wasfor the first time upon her. 
She walked towards Monsieur Florian asshe would have walked towards 
Michael if thingshad been different. 

"Bravo, bravo!" she heard the Frenchman say softly. "Almost too much 
heart, too much humanity. But, my God, if she can do that each time!" 

Then he turned to Madame Moisant, hovering in the background and 
said briskly, 

'That will do. Take the dress from her. Engage her on the usual terms She 
will wear all Claudine'smodelsexcept Nineteen and Seventy-four, which 



are too sophisticated. The show for the work-girlstomorrow will give her 
something of a rehearsal. Now all we have to do isto name her." 

"My name isAnthea," said Anthea timidly. 

"Anthea?" He gave it its French pronunciation. "Possible, but it isunlucky 
to use your real name. With that hair like a flat halo she should have the 
name of a saint or an angel." 

Incongruously, Anthea thought of the phrase, "Michael and all the 
angels", and at the same moment Monsieur Florian said, 

'The archangel, of course! Gabriel. Let her be Gabrielle."Then he nodded 
to her briefly and went away. 

So bewildered and excited wasAnthea by all that had happened to her 
that she had some difficulty in concentrating on the detailsof her 
subsequent interview with Madame Moisant. But she emerged from it 
with a confused impression that she wasto earn a salary that would keep 
her in very reasonable comfort if she continued to live simply. In addition 
to thisshe would have a commission on each sale of the various modelsshe 
wasto display. 

What wasquite clear in her mind wasthe fact that she must be at the 
salon at half past nine the following morning, for further coaching, and 
that there would be a private showing of the Collection for the benefit of 
the work-girls 

"It is not often done," Madame Moisant explained. "But it isa good idea. 
Started by Balmain," she admitted grudgingly. 'The girls a Iways 
complained that they did all the work but never saw the finished 
Collection. Thisyear they were promised their own show, provided they 
finished the work by the Saturday before the opening. Now you had 
better go home, Gabrielle"—she smiled suddenly and attractively, "rest and 
don't over-eat." 



With so little money in her purse, Anthea followed out thisadvice 
perforce, returning to her small attic room with the feeling that she had 
lived through a month's experiences since last she left it. 

The next day she presented herself at Florian's, with outward composure 
and inward trepidation. Thistime she was introduced to her fellow 
mannequins—all occupying the crowded dressing-room behind the salon, 
chattering, laughing, complaining and, in one case, weeping copiously. 

Most of them accepted her with casual friendliness* though in one or two 
caseswith a slight reserve, due either to her being English or of amateur 
status—Anthea wasnot quite sure which. The weeping one made her 
position quite clear in the first five minutes by referring (in French, it was 
true, but with great distinctness) to "clumsy amateurs". 

This Anthea discovered wasHeloise. And the furious tears* she learned to 
her astonishment, were due simply to the fact that she wasnot, after all, to 
have a new wedding dress created specially for her. The accident to 
Claudine had led her to believe that this honour might be hers* and now 
the "clumsy amateur" had spoilt it all. AsAnthea wassoon to find, a 
disappointment or slight of much smaller proportionsthan thiswasquite 
sufficient to reduce most of them to tearsora display of temperament. 

"Don't be a child, HeloTse. You have the most dramatic model in the 
whole collection," Madame Moisant told her sharply. "And three, at least, 
of the best selling ones The wedding dresswill not be sold many times 
whereas—" 

"Asthough money were everything, madamel" cried HeloTse, wrapping 
her dressing-gown around her with a gesture of scorn and rage. At which 
Madame Moisant uttered a cynical "Ha-ha!" and went about her own 
affairs 



The show that evening wasan exciting and even curiously moving 
occasion. Carrying their work stoolsy about two or three hundred sewing- 
girlscrowded into the salon, along the corridor and out on to the landing. 
The mannequins* in high good humour, put on the show with as much care 
and finesse as if they had been displaying the modelsto the first buyersof 
Europe, and the applause—divided with the strictnessof local loyalties— 
showed quite plainly which girlshad been responsible for the production of 
each model. 

Anthea, asshe emerged for the first time—in a little black suit with white 
broadtail collar and cuffs—wassecretly shaking with nervousness. But from 
the group on her left came a concentrated and deeply satisfied, "Comme 
elleegjolie!" and she found herself being rapturously applauded by the 
girlswho had made the suit. 

She wondered if clever Madame Moisant had arranged to have them 
placed just there. And sustained by the first uninhibited applause she had 
ever earned, she made the tour of the salon, corridor and landing in 
admirable style. 

The whole occasion was like a successful dress rehearsal of a play. And 
now, ahead of them all, loomed the ordeal of the opening "performance". 
Everyone went home that weekend with the sole intention of relaxing and 
making ready for the great event. Only Monsieur Florian looked asthough 
he could not relax until Tuesday wassafely over. 

On Tuesday everyone indulged in a few "first-night" nerves Everyone was 
either abnormally gushing or unpardonably nervy and rude. Heloise 
stared so balefully at Anthea that, against her better judgment, Anthea 
ventured to speak. 

"I'm terribly sorry you were so disappointed over the wedding dress" she 
said. "But I'm sureyourturn will comeanother year, and none of uscould 



wish poor Monsieur Florian the frightful strain of creating an entirely new 
design atthislate hour. Incidentally— if it's of a ny interest to you—I needed 
that job so desperately that I can hardly believe even now that I have it." 

HeloVse flickered her long, curiously gold-tipped lashes* and then 
unexpectedly threw her arms round Anthea and kissed her emotionally. 

'You must forgive me," she said. "I am wicked and jealous But now I am 
sorry and we will befriends is it not?" 

"Why, of course," Anthea agreed, greatly relieved, and somehow 
contriving to hide the fact that she wasalso a good deal amused. 

But, asshe moved away, Odette—the infinitely elegant, faintly tragic- 
looking girl who showed all the most sophisticated models—murmured, 

"Like hell you will be friends! Be careful. She iswicked and jealous asshe 
says—but not sorry." 

Anthea wasa good deal disturbed by this but there was no time now to 
sort out the internal politicsof the dressing-room. Already the invited 
guestswere beginning to arrive, while the final massesof flowers—many of 
them ill-wishing tributes from rival designers—were being set in place. 

The mannequinswere strictly confined to the dressing-room, where most 
of the modelsto be shown already hung in place, and presently Madame 
Moisant came in, with a typed list in her hand. 

"It istraditional that I announce the modelson the opening day," she 
explained good-humouredly, seeing Anthea look interested. "Also at the 
Pres Show and when the first buyerscome. I stand here"—she indicated a 
small, curtained space at the side of the stage—"and through here I can see 
the salon and the reaction of the audience. Do you want to have a look?" 

Obligingly, she stepped aside so that Anthea could peep through the 
small aperture arranged in the curtains 



It wasa fascinating spectacle—rows of chairs crowded either side of the 
raised platform, and everyone with an air of expectancy again reminiscent 
ofthe first night ofan important play. Among the audience Anthea 
recognized several well-known figuresin the theatrical and social world. 
And then, as her gaze travelled slowly back to those nearest her, she gave 
a slight gasp and felt the blood rush from her face to her suddenly 
thumping heart. 

For there, in the second row, waiting to enjoy the spectacle, sat Eve 
Armoor. On one side of her wasthe cousin Anthea had met in the Avenue 
GeorgesV. On the other, only a few feet away from Anthea, sat M ichael, 
looking faintly bored. 


CHAPTER II 


FOR a moment Anthea stood stock-still, her hand gripping a fold ofthe 
curtain. Then she said, in a small choked voice, 

"Madame, I am not well. I—I can't go on." 

It wasthe idiom of her world. The pleasant, easy, social world, where one 
could, if one simply must, escape from an unbearable situation with a 
conventional excuse. 

But it wasnot the idiom of Madame Moisant'sworld. 

"Stop being a fool,"she said sharply. 'This is no time to be ill. If you are not 
well, you will pretend that you are. You are just nervous We all are. Me!— 



do you suppose I feel well at thismoment? Monsieur Florian—how well do 
you suppose he feels* smiling there to hisenemiesaswell ashisfriends and 
knowing that ha If the flowers sent here today would more gladly have 
been sent for hisfuneral? You are perfectly well and you will behave not 
like an idiot. No hysterics* please, or I shall slap your face with my own 
hand. It is not a moment for cold water with so many modelsaround," she 
concluded with a dry laugh. 

During this speech—delivered rapidly, in Madame Moisant'smost 
energetic style—Anthea had been groping after her self-control. She had 
known from the first word that there wasno escape. She was as securely 
caught in thisnightmare asif she were dreaming the whole thing and 
could not wake up. Indeed, that wasrather how it felt. 

Then, at the mention of Monsieur Florian, some sort of desperate, proud 
calm came to her, and the ghastly tightness in her chest relaxed so that she 
found she could breathe almost naturally again. Fie had trusted her. Fie 
had trusted her to wear the flower of his Collection—not to betray his 
secrets—not to let him down in any way. Fie had even said he wasshowing 
her a degree of trust he would not show hisclosest friends And wassheto 
walk out on him now—even if it were possible to do so—just because a 
man who thought her lessthan Eve Armoor was sitting the other side of 
that curtain? 

"It'sall right," she whispered a little huskily to Madame Moisant. "It'spast. 
I—I just panicked for a moment, asyou said." 

"Good! All iswell now." And, with a sure instinct for the passing of a crisis 
Madame Moisant turned from her asthough she had ceased to exist, 
hissed for silence among the excited mannequins imperiously beckoned to 
Odette, and then, taking up her position, spoke a few introductory words 



first in French and then in English, which immediately silenced all chatter in 
the room beyond. 

"Numero cinq. Numbaire fife," announced Madame Moisant. Odette 
stepped nonchalantly out upon the small stage. The Show had begun. 

Anthea stood there in her black suit with the white broad-tail collar—the 
first model she wasto display— counting off on her fingersthose that went 
before her. It was confusing, because the numbers had no natural 
sequence. Only the gesture from Madame Moisant called each girl in turn 
to the narrow point of exit. 

But the moment wasapproaching. Now. Next—after Heloise who was 
stepping forth so confidently in her insolent lacquer-red tailleur and 
drawing the first applause from the audience beyond that curtain. 

Madame Moisant, peering through the small aperture, smiled briefly and 
triumphantly. Then, as Heloise gave her final twirl and departed along the 
corridor which also served as part of the salon on thiscrowded occasion, 
she announced firmly, 

"j Numero dix-huit. Numba ire eighteen." 

Gabrielle—she wasGabrielle at this moment, not Anthea—stepped out 
into the ring of light. She smiled faintly at everyone and at no one, asshe 
had been taught to do, and walked "at a reasonable pace" up the long 
platform, passing within a few feet of Michael and Eve, affecting not to 
hear the slight gasp from one—or was it both ?—of them. 

At the end, she turned, with that particular a/vinging motion which 
"spread" the line of her skirt without destroying it, and started her journey 
back. It was more difficult thistime not to see them. They were within her 
natural range of vision for a much longer time. But, somehow, she looked 
past Michael—she looked past Eve—and then her distant gaze faltered. 



She could not quite manage to look past the cousin. Their eyes met. There 
wasthe faintest smile of recognition. 

Then she waspast, had executed her final awing round, and wasout and 
along the corridor where no ghosts from the past awaited her. 

The worst moment wasover, she told herself. She had administered—and 
withstood—the first shock. Anything which followed was merely repetition. 
And repetition tended to dull, rather than intensify, any emotion. 

Until, of course, one came to the high point of the afternoon. The 
moment when she should step forth in the wedding dress, 

She must not think about it beforehand—must not linger on the horrible, 
ironic fact that she would be parading before Michael in a wedding 
gown—without the wedding. There were other dressesto show first, and 
she must remain calm and smiling and mistressof the occasion. 

Asthe afternoon went on, the applause grew more frequent and more 
prolonged. The subtle wind of successbegan to blow once more through 
the salon of Florian. The "dead" two months before the launching of the 
Show were at an end. Incredibly crowded and exciting weeks lay ahead. 

Tension among the mannequinswas relaxing, though the watchful ness of 
Madame Moisant remained the same. Smiles came more easily now, and 
all the hurried, eager comments in the dressing-room were happy ones 
Everyone was in a superbly well-wishing mood all at once, and rivalries 
and slightswereforgotten. 

Most of the girls had begun to pick out their favoured customers in the 
audience by now, and they allowed themselvesa personal smile asthey 
passed—and many comments backstage. Since this seemed to be the 
natural order of things Anthea—now incredibly calm and mistressof 
herself—actually contrived to give Michael a smile when she came out 



wearing her fourth model. Why not ?To use the familiar and horribly 
incongruous phrase, they had "parted friends", had they not? 

He seemed to think so too, for he smiled in return, quite coolly, and 
inclined that handsome head of his After all, it was not the fault of either 
of them that Eve had chosen to come here to buy some of her trousseau. 
Perhaps even, it wasthe wedding gown in which she was interested ! 

Atthisthought, Anthea had difficulty in choking back a bitter, hysterical 
little laugh, and, realizing suddenly the danger of indulging in any 
personal thoughts at this moment, she deliberately made her mind blank 
and became Gabrielle once more. 

It wasvery near the end now. HeloTse, in the fabulous dress of ostrich 
fronds wasmaking the roundsto the sound of unbroken applause. It 
seemed that the pitch of delighted excitement could hardly mount higher. 
Surely even the wedding gown could not compete with thissensation. 

And then Monsieur Florian himself had come in and acrossto Anthea, 
already being arrayed in the cloudy miracle of the final model. 

The other mannequins who had crowded round in voluble admiration, 
scattered before the chef, so that Anthea and Monsieur Florian were left 
isolated, but, even so, he spoke in English, to make their conversation even 
more private. 

"I want you," he said, 'to look just asyou did the afternoon I tried you 
out. Not too radiant—a little tremuloustoo, asthough tearsare not so far 
off. Think that the man you wish to marry is really there before you and—" 

"He is" Anthea said baldly, before she could stop herself. 

"Eh?" For a moment the Frenchman looked startled. 

"I mean"—she suddenly could not keep any of it back—"he is sitting out 
there now, with the girl he preferred to me."Then, seeing the dismay in the 
watchful eyeswhich never left her face, she went on, "It'sall right. I'll 



manage. It's nobody'sfauIt. Just the way life sometimes is I won't—let you 
down." 

And, greatly to hiscredit, at the height of his Show, Monsieur Florian 
spared a thought for feelingsother than hisown. 

"Pauvrepetite," he said, in that low-pitched, curiously compelling voice of 
his "Be brave for five minutes longer. Forget any man who can be so 
stupid, and look asyou will look one day for his lucky successor." 

She laughed at that. She actually found herself laughing. And, just for a 
moment, she saw the cloudsof her wretched ness part and beyond them 
wasthe bright gleam of a yet unknown radiance. It wassheer 
imagination, of course, but such are the flashesof imagination which carry 
usthrough the worst crisis 

In a hush that could be felt, Madame Moisant made her final 
announcement, and Anthea stepped out on to the stage—a girl going to 
meet her future, a bride going to meet her bridegroom, and around her 
the touching, lovely aura of all youth going with mingled hope and fear to 
meet the unknown. 

Fora moment the almost breathless hush held. Then, asshe seemed 
almost to float forward in the cloud of beauty that wasFlorian's 
inspiration, the whole place broke into clapping and—incredibly—cheering. 
She wasaware that people had actually risen to their feet, that 
exclamations were breaking out on every side. But there were only two 
voices she distinguished asshe slowly made her way back. 

'That'sthe dress I want!" she heard Eve Armoor say, on a note of steel¬ 
like determination. And Michael's voice, harsh suddenly, asAnthea had 
never heard it before, said curtly, 'You can't possibly. Anything but that!" 

Oh, sweet, sweet moment of triumph! Not only for the cheersand praise 
on every hand. But because she still had the power to move Michael to the 



depths Move him to such an extent that he curtly refused his Eve 
something, because it wastoo closely and intimately associated with 
herself. 

None of the rest of her triumphal progress surpassed that one giddy 
moment, but she completed the full round at that slow, floating pace, and 
returned to the dressing-room to receive Monsieur Florian'scurt "Bravo! It 
waswell done," before he went out to acknowledge the congratulationsof 
hisdeparting guests or linger sociably with those who wanted to hear and 
see more. 

Madame Moisant accorded her a nod of extreme approval. Though her 
comment reflected more credit on herself than on Anthea. 

"I knew I could not be mistaken," she said complacently. "It wasa good 
choice, though you are but amateur. In thisway the Show wassaved." 

And she hurried away to speak to the most favoured clientsof all. 

Relieved of the weight and responsibility of the wedding dress Anthea 
felt suddenly tired after all the strain. She stretched her armsabove her 
head, in a luxurious moment of respite, and looked around. 

Odette wasslipping into one of the suits which wasobviously to be a 
best-seller of the show. HeloVse, very tiresomely, was sitting sulking once 
more in a corner. All the other girlswere busy in other partsof the 
building. 

"Oh dear," whispered Anthea to Odette. "What'sthe matter with her now 
?" 

Odette glanced over indifferently. 

'The applause," she explained succinctly. 

"But she had loadsof applause!" Anthea exclaimed, bewildered. "I 
thought they would never stop, when she showed the ostrich feather dress" 



"But you had more," Odette replied simply, 'They cheered the wedding 
gown.' 

"And—and does it matter so much?" 

"Et comment!" explained Odette with a laugh. "Me, I am the only 
generous-minded one here," she went on with frank self-appraisal. "I can 
bear to have othersapplauded. It isstrange, but thisistheway I am built." 
And she gave Anthea the tragic smile which covered a singularly 
contented disposition and drifted away. 

Anthea wasjust trying to decide whether or not to try some overture 
towards Heloi'se when Madame Moisant came in and applied her own 
particular brand of spur. 

"Come, stupid one!" she exclaimed cheerfully to the scowling, lovely 
Heloi'se. "Come out of your corner and your sulks You are to be 
photographed in Number Sixty-two—the lacquer-red tailleur. Fortunate 
girl !You are the first to be photographed. But hurry, hurry ! It isfor En 
Avant, and one does not keep them waiting." 

The effect on Heloi'se was magical. She was smiling long before Madame 
Moisant had finished, and wasalready getting ready to insinuate herself 
into Number Sixty-two. 

'To be chosen for photographing—that isthe most subtle compliment of 
all," she informed Anthea. 

"I'm sure it is" Anthea said, wondering if she were now supposed to 
dissolve into tearsof chagrin. "I hope it'sa colour photograph. Your skin 
looksmarvellousagainst that red." 

'True," the other girl agreed, giving Anthea a very odd glance, asthough 
she were trying to decide what ulterior meaning lay behind those 
flattering words 



Then Anthea wascalled to display the green lace, and for a while she saw 
no more of Heloi'se. 

She emerged from the dressing-room with a certain degree of 
trepidation. It was* after all, possible that Eve had lingered to do some 
immediate ordering—and even remotely possible that Michael had stayed 
behind too, in the hope, or at least intention, of seeing herself. 

But there was no sign of either of them. Neither the person she most 
feared, nor the one she most hoped, to see. Anthea wasmerely called on 
to display the green d res for a curiously unsophisticated young debutante 
who nearly wept with excitement and delight at the thought of so 
beautiful a creation being hers 

The last few hours flew past, Anthea being called on several timesto 
show her models and by the time six o'clock approached they were 
sufficiently tired and drained of excitement to welcome the hour of 
release. It wasjust at thispoint that Heloi'se—who had been called for 
further photographing outside the building— came to Anthea and said, 
quite agreeably, 

'Your beau iswaiting for you outside in hiscar." 

"My ? Who did 

you say waswaiting for me?" 

'The good-looking man in the second row who smiled at you," explained 
Heloi'se, who had apparently mised nothing either at the moment of one 
of her own exits or else by looking through some vantage point from the 
dresing room. 

"Isthat so?" Anthea tried to speak very calmly, but she knew she had 
gone pale. 

So he waswaiting for her! Michael waswaiting for her outside, just as 
though everything were not over—and more than over—between them. 



For some reason or other, he felt he must see her—speak to her, if only 
once again. Wildest apprehension and joy and sheer devouring curiosity 
assailed her. 

But if only he waited long enough! If only she were not delayed beyond 
the limit of his patience and determination! Everything might well depend 
on that, and though hisdetermination wasgreat, she remembered, his 
patience was not. 

No one wasspeaking yet of leaving. Several of the mannequins seemed 
to have work—photographic work and further display—which would 
apparently take them on almost into the small hoursof the morning. But 
they were ones like Odette, who were well-known personalities in their 
own right. For herself it wassurely not unreasonable to hope that she 
might escape almost on time. 

And then rescue appeared in the shape of Madame Moisant. 

'There is no need for you to stay more," she told Anthea. "Go home now 
and rest well. Tomorrow morning isthe Press Show. Forthiswe must be 
our best and our most gracious* for we hate and fear them more than all. 
Then in the afternoon come the international buyers You have been a 
good girl and done very well. But don't let a little successgoto your head. 

It wasthe dresswhich made the sensation, not you." 

"Of course," Anthea agreed. She would have agreed to anything in her 
happinessover her release, and, in any case, she firmly believed that it was 
Monsieur Florian'sdresswhich had been the success She only had had the 
good fortune to wear it. 

Losing no time, she slipped into her street clothes— which looked 
strangely undramatic after the creationsshe had been putting on and off 
all the afternoon—and prepared to go. 



At the very last moment Monsieur Florian himself came into the dressing- 
room and, for a dreadful moment, Anthea thought that his imperious 
"Mademoiselle Gabrielle" wasgoing to spell fatal delay. However, it 
seemed that he only wished to add a few wordsto the very brief praise he 
had been able to give her at the end of the Show. 

"It went well, mademoiselle, and I have to thank you for your part in it," 
he said, with that brilliant but fleeting smile of his "But if you helped to 
make my Show, it isalso true that my Show hashelped to make you. 
Tomorrow we will have you photographed in the wedding dress and if 
you photograph aswell asyou look in real life, you should have a career 
before you." 

"Oh, Monsieur Florian, thank you!" She too smiled and then held out her 
hand to him. After a moment he took it and held it briefly in histhin, 
beautiful fingers 

'The—man who mattered, was he impressed?" Monsieur Florian enquired, 
with a flash of sentimental curiosity rare in a Frenchman. 

"I don't know, monsieur.'' She glanced down for a moment, then her dark 
eyesflashed up again in an almost mischievousglance. "But he iswaiting 
outside in hiscar now." 

"Eh bien!" Monsieur Florian laughed heartily for once and lapsed into his 
own language. "I must not keep you, mademoiselle. It seems his second 
thoughts may not have served him so well. But be sure that your second 
thoughtsare wise ones Good luck!" And he left her for more important 
matters 

She ran down the stairs calling out "Good night"to one or two of the 
vendeuses as though she had been there for years and then through the 
boutique, where someone sprayed her automatically with some delicious 
perfume reserved for this great day. 



Finally she waspast even the grandly uniformed commissionaire and out 
into the sharp, clear, exhilarating cold of the late February evening. 

Ranged along the kerb were several imposing-looking cars* and for a 
moment her glance travelled over them in doubt. 

But her appearance must have been long awaited, for, even asshe 
hesitated, the door of a black car close at hand a/vung open and she saw a 
tall figure move over from the driving seat asthough he were about to get 
out. 

With a sensation of joy which no resentment nor disillusionment could 
dim, she ran acrossthe pavement towardsthe car. 

Then she stopped short, feeling asthough the ground had dropped away 
in front of her. For the man who got out of the car wasnot Michael at all. 

It was Eve Armoor'scousin, whose very name escaped her in this moment 
of abysmal disappointment. 

"Hello," he said, smiling down at her. "I was beginning to wonder if they 
kept you in all night after a jamboree of this sort. But I decided that if you 
ever did escape you'd probably be pretty fagged and hungry after all that 
standing around, and I though maybe you might like me to take you 
some quiet place for dinner." 

It wasa second or two before hismeaning penetrated, because suddenly 
all her thought processes had slowed down so that she could take in 
nothing but the fact that Michael had not been waiting for her, after all. 

"Why—how kind of you,"she heard herself say, in a very creditable, 
conventional tone. "But I don't think I—"She stopped, aware all at once 
that she wasdog-tired and ravenous* and that, though the bottom had 
dropped out of her world all over again, the offer of a good meal wasnot 
to be despised in the lean week that would be hersuntil she earned her 
first pay packet. 



'Yes* I am hungry," she asserted. "Hungry and flat out with weariness. If 
you'll really be so s/veet asto take me somewhere to eat, and not expect 
me to be wildly entertaining and scintillating, then I'll remember you with 
gratitude for the rest of my days" 

He laughed, taking the figure of speech for the light absurdity it was But, 
in point of fact, ashe handed her into the car and took his seat beside her, 
she did at least remember what his name was Which wasa help if she was 
to spend even part of the evening with him. 

He didn't ask her where she wanted to go. He seemed to sense that she 
wanted no demands made upon her— not even that she should have to 
make so small a decision. But he drove off with an air of decision towards 
the left bank of the river, and it wassome minutes before he spoke at all. 
Then he said, in a matter-of-fact tone, 

"It wasquite a surprise, seeing you there thisafternoon." 

She laughed slightly, trying hard not to make it either hurt or bitter in 
tone. 

"It wasquite a surprise seeing you," she told him drily. "All of you." 

'Yes—I'm sorry. I hadn't the faintest idea you worked there, of course, or 
I'd never have a rra nged for them to come." 

"Oh—it wasyour arrangement, was it?" 

"In a way—yes They—my cousin is in Parisfor a week or so to do some 
shopping—" He stopped, kicked himself, she rather thought, and began 
again. 'You know how it is All the girlsthink of Parisand dressshowsas 
being synonymous" 

"It'squite all right," she said wearily—almost gently. "I quite understand 
that she ishereto buy her trousseau and probably her wedding dress It 
gave her a real kick thisafternoon to realize that she might wear in actual 



fact the wedding dressl wasjust showing asa model. Only Michael doesn't 
want it that way, does he?" 

There wasa short silence, then the man beside her said, 'You've got it all 
taped so accurately that I don't know it'smuch good my adding anything. 
Except that she won't have that particular dress if it's of any importance 
to you." 

"Did Michael insist?" 

"Well, hewaspretty emphatic. And I managed to make her see she'd be 
a damned fool if she tried to drive him." 

'Thank you," Anthea said. "It would have been— hard being the 
mannequin, in the circumstances" 

'That'swhat I thought," he agreed drily. And then, again in that matter- 
of-fact tone, 'You're darned good at your job. Most of those girls just look 
like lovely dummies But you're real all the time." 

She laughed at that, accountably flattered as well as pleased. 

'Tell me some more things like that," she said almost gaily. 'You're talking 
to the most inexperienced mannequin in Paris It'sthe first show I've ever 
done." 

"I don't believe it!" He glanced at her, incredulous amused and admiring. 

"It'strue." She felt reckless suddenly, and light-hearted—or was it light¬ 
headed? "I'll tell you the whole story presently, when we've had some 
food." 

"Agreed," he said, and drew the car to a standstill just round the corner 
from a small, gay restaurant where one could look out acrossthe water to 
the soaring linesof Notre-Dame. 

And until they had disposed of their reviving consomme, with thin crisp 
batonsof bread to accompany it, and the succulent duckling piquantly 



and sharply dressed with sections of orange, he determinedly kept the 
conversation on light and impersonal subjects 

Then, over coffee and the deliciously creamy dessert which Anthea 
shamelessly selected, in defiance of Madame Moisant'sprecepts he said, 

"Now tell me how you came to be a mannequin and the Success of the 
Show." 

"I don't know that I'd claim to be that, exactly," Anthea murmured. 

"Of course you were!" Even your little feathered friend couldn't compete, 
for all her hip-waggling." 

"Oh—"Anthea had to laugh at this description of Heloise. And she 
laughed again a good many times she found, over the story of her 
incredible escapade. He laughed too, giving her the impression that she 
wasbeing very witty and entertaining, though she had thought when she 
first came out that she would not be able to utter anything but strained 
platitudes 

Presently she realized that he wasnot the only one who wasenjoying 
himself. Whether it wasthe good food she had eaten, or the excellent red 
wine which had accompanied it, whether it wasanything to do with 
finding herself financially in quiet waters after weeks of strain and anxiety, 
she could not have said. Perhaps it wassomething of all three. But the 
plain fact wasthat she wasextracting a great deal of amusement and 
pleasure from thisevening with Eve Armoor'scousin. 

It waswith a little sigh of regret that she finally said, 

"I'm afraid I should go now. We're supposed to get all the rest we can for 
further end u ra nee tests a hea d." 

He called for their bill immediately, without making any attempt to 
prolong the evening—a mark of real consideration which she counted to 



his credit. All he did say, to mark hiskeen enjoyment, wasthat he hoped 
she would agree to their doing thisagain. 

She hesitated just a second and he grinned at her and said, 

"I can't help being Eve's cousin, you know. You could take the view that 
compensations rather than penalties were called for." 

She laughed a little reluctantly and bit her lip. But she ended by saying 
that she would be very happy to come out with him another time. 

He drove her home then, in spite of her proteststhat she could go by 
Metro if he would drop her at the nearest station. And, asthey neared the 
long street of old-fashioned houses in which Anthea lived, he said, 

"I want to ask you something, but don't be either hurt or insulted, will 
you?" 

"Oh"—she winced apprehensively—"nothing about Michael, please!" 

"Good lord, of course not! What sort of interfering assdo you think I am? 
No—the fact isthat, though you told me a most gay and entertaining 
story of how you came to be acting asa mannequin in Florian'ssalon, I'm 
somehow left with the impression that you must be darned short of money 
until your first week'sor month's salary comes in. Are you, Anthea? And 
will you let me—in the most respectable and Diplomatic Service manner 
possible—make good that shortage?" 

"Oh—Roger—" She hadn't really meant them to be on Christian names 
termsquiteso quickly, but it was difficult to be formal with anyone so 
completely tactful and understanding. "It'sterribly nice of you"—she 
actually patted his arm—"and if I were absolutely desperate I would let 
you. But I'm paid at the end of the week, and provided I'm very, very 
careful—" 

"But do you have to be very, very careful, now an alternative isoffered ?" 
he wanted to know. 



"I'd rather, if I can manage it." 

"But if you can't, will you tell me? I don't like the idea of your starving in 
a Parisattic, like some operatic heroine." In spite of his laughing words* his 
tone wasserious 

"All right. I promise that, if I can't manage to eat reasonably well without 
help, I'll let you lend me some," she said sincerely. "And whether I have to 
accept the offer or not, I'll never, never forget that you made it, Roger, 
and in such nice terms" "My dear girl, I don't know what you're talking 
about. Just a matter of common sense and book-keeping." 

She laughed softly. 

"Oh, no. It'sof a piece with everything else you've done and said. I simply 
can't imagine why you've gone out of your way to be so kind to a virtual 
stranger." 

"No?" He gave her an odd, smiling little glance, and then suddenly he 
looked rather grim and somehow older than she had supposed him to be. 
'You can set it down to the account of 'fellow-feeling', Anthea. I too was 
turned down flat by the girl I wascrazy about. I know pretty accurately 
what you've been feeling the last few months" 


CHAPTER III 


ANTHEA looked at Roger Senloe, and for the first time she saw him asa 
person. Not just Eve Armoor'scousin. Not just the man who had 



providentially taken her out and distracted herthoughtsonthismost 
difficult evening. But assomeone in hisown right. Someone who also had 
suffered a searing experience—and come out of it a slightly cynical but 
curiously likeable person. 

She saw, asthough these details appeared for the first time, that his eyes, 
besides being light and bright, were penetrating, that his features were 
strongly marked and significant, and that hisexpression wasthat of a man 
who knew what he wanted and nearly alwaysgot it. 

Not quite always Some girl—the girl—had turned him down, and in 
circumstancesthat had hurt enough to give him an uncanny insight into 
her own experience. 

"I'm so very sorry," she said quietly. 'Wasit—a long time ago?" 

"Not long enough," he told her with a slight grimace. 

He had stopped the car now before her house, but she still sat there, 
staring thoughtfully ahead, asthough she saw more than the quiet, empty 
street. 

"It'sthe way it keepson coming back that makes it so difficult, isn't it?" 
she said slowly. 'You think you have yourself in hand, and that it will really 
be better soon, and then something happenswhich puts you back just 
where you were, and you have to start being heroic all over again. Only 
suddenly you know you're not even being heroic. Just foolish and rather 
pitiable. And then that hurts most of all." 

"Poor child," he said, but it sounded more bracing, somehow, than 
Monsieur Florian's "pauvrepetite". 'You've had a worse packet than I. At 
least I had my work and no anxiety about being able to stand on my own 
feet in that sense." 

She glanced up then, the wistfulnessof her smile suddenly banished—or 
almost so—in a flash of roguishness 



"I can stand on my own feet too, after today," she told him. 'That'swhy 
I'd rather not take anything if I can help it. Somehow, asGabrielle I can 
face the world. Even—even Michael and Eve. I've proved it. Haven't I?— 
haven't I?" And suddenly her voice broke a little because of the rush of 
almost childish panic and the frantic necessity for reassurance. 

'You did a bout the bravest thing I've ever seen thisafternoon," Roger 
Senloetold her, and his matter-of-fact tone steadied herasnothing else 
could have done. 'You'll probably never again have to do anything so 
hard. Remember that." 

"Oh, I can't tell you what you do to my morale when you say something 
like that!" She managed to smile almost brilliantly again. 

"And I can't tell you what it doesto my morale to take out the most 
sensational mannequin in Paris" he retorted lightly. 

'That'snot very accurate, you know," she protested with a laugh. 

"It'sgoing to be," he assured her. "And before you get dated up by all the 
other fellows is it a ba rga in that we go out together sometimes for the 
benefit of our respective morales? After all, neither of us will ever have to 
pretend with the other. We know we're a bit disillusioned and a bit 
cowardly about certain patchesin our past. It givesusa sort of mutual 
understanding." 

She laughed a little, but the odd idea appealed to her. Like that other 
crazy idea which had landed her eventually in Florian's 

"All right," she said. "It'sa bargain—for the future. But now it is really 
good night—and a thousand thanks" 

He told her where she could get in touch with him if she needed to do so, 
and then waited while she took out her key and opened the great heavy 
door of the house where she lived. Then, with a final wave, he drove off, 
leaving her to step into the large, gloomy hall of a house which had once 



known magnificence, but so long ago that there were hardly any tracesof 
it left. 

Anthea took the creaking lift to the fifth floor and then ascended the 
final flight of stepstothe humble, remote level which the lift refused to 
serve. Asin so many continental apartment houses* these top roomswere 
really intended for the maidswho worked in the households below. But 
few households in thistype of house could indulge in such luxuries now, so 
one could sometimes rent from the householder concerned one of these 
rooms 

For a fairly modest monthly sum, Anthea had a small, not unattractive 
room with a sloping ceiling and a window which looked out over the roofs 
of Paristo the great circular dome of the Invalides that noble structure 
where Napoleon, who menaced Europe, and Foch, who a hundred years 
later did much to save Europe, sleep side by side. 

She slept herself that night, dreamlessly and well, in spite of the fact that 
two ghosts from the past had risen to confront her at the moment when 
she would have said she could least cope with them. 

The next morning she wasup in good time and walked to work, in cold 
but brilliant sunshine, along the Avenue Bosquet, acrossthe Pont de 
lAlma and up the Avenue GeorgesV. Everything to her looked bright and 
gay. The buildings* the shining windows* the pale, clear sky, the enchanting 
articles arranged seductively in shop windows—even the facesof the 
people she passed. But perhapsthat wasjust because of her new and 
hopeful mood. 

Asshe arrived at the entrance to Florian'sthe great designer washimself 
alighting from his car, and at the doorway he came up with her. 

"Monsieur Florian! Monsieur Florian!" a voice cried urgently behind them, 
and instinctively they both turned. Asthey did so, a man standing a few 



feet away from them clicked a camera triumphantly, cried fervently, 
"Mere/, monsieur!" and, leaping into a car which wasstanding at the kerb 
with its motor running, wasdriven off at great speed. 

For a moment Florian scowled. Then he shrugged and said, 

"Good morning, mademoiselle. I hope no one who seesthat photograph 
thinks I designed the coat you are wearing," 

"It's rather a nice coat," Anthea replied with spirit. 

"But I do not design 'rather nice coats!," Florian replied with a dry smile, 
and entered the portals he had made famous 

Amused rather than chagrined, Anthea followed him, and immediately 
found herself caught up in the fresh fever of Press Day. 

"Doesthe strain never relax?" she found time to ask Odette, in the 
intervalsof making-up for the morning show. 

'The strain? What strain?" enquired Odette. "I thought you went home 
soon after six last night." 

"Oh, I did! But I felt a rag after the high-pressure atmosphere of the 
afternoon," Anthea confessed. "And now it seemsto be much the same 
tempo thismorning." 

Odette laughed good-naturedly. 

"I went home at two-thirty thismorning," she replied carelessly. 'You will 
get used to it, petite." 

"But what were you doing at that hour?" 

"Modelling fora big charity function which started at midnight. The fee 
was excel lent—not to be refused," said Odette, who was> like most 
Frenchwomen, an admirable businesswoman. 

"But on the very night after the opening show?" 

'Thiswaswhat made me 'news!," Odette explained. 'They like to say that 
Odette, the chief mannequin of Florian"—she had the good sense to lower 



her voice for this provocative phrase—"came almost straight from the 
opening show, etcetera, etcetera. It isgood advertisement." 

"I suppose it would be," Anthea agreed. "Didn't Monsieur Florian object?" 

"Why should he? From the other side, it isgood publicity for him," Odette 
pointed out. 

"But wasn't he afraid you would be half dead this morning?" Anthea 
wanted to know. 

"On the contrary, he probably never thought of that," Odette replied 
with a shrug. "Only if I dropped dead and diverted attention from his 
modelswould he be concerned. So long asl am half dead only and do not 
parade the fact he would not care." 

"Oh, but"—Anthea looked doubtful at this—"he's not so heartless a sthat, 
surely. In many ways* he isvery kind." She thought of hisquick 
understanding over Michael's presence yesterday. 

"In many ways he is a Iso a monster," replied Odette without heat. 

"I—is he?" Anthea wasa good deal taken aback. 

"Of course. But if one designs like Florian one isentitled to be," Odette 
declared philosophically. 

For Anthea thiswasa novel view of one'sdaily life and one'semployer, 
even allowing for a certain degree of picturesque language on Odette's 
part. But, there wasno time to pursue the matter just then. The handsof 
the clock were nearing eleven. Madame Moisant wasentering the 
dressing-room with her list and her air of purpose. 

The Show wasabout to begin once more. 

To Anthea there wasno Press representative in Europe—indeed, in the 
whole world—who could inspire her with the terrorswhich she had felt the 
previousday over the presence of two mere membersof the public. In 



consequence, she went through the Show thistime calmly, smilingly and 
with a good deal of natural enjoyment. 

There was lessapplause this morning, she noticed. A much more realistic, 
even blase approach to the whole thing. The Press* it appeared, either 
was—or wished to appear—hard-boiled, and only what might be called 
the "dramatic" designswhich might conceivably become "news" drew their 
grudging applause. 

Among these, however, were the ostrich frond dressand the wedding 
dress. In fact, when the Show wasover, Anthea wascalled out almost 
immediately to be not only photographed but interviewed. And, for the 
first time in her life, she found that she herself was news 

Before she wasdelivered over to the handful of questioners Florian 
himself drew her aside abruptly and said, 

"Nothing about either your real identity or your love affairs mind. It's 
best to keep a slight aura of mystery." 

Indignantly anxiousasshe wasto assure him that she did not indulge in 
love affairs in the plural, Anthea had no time to linger and explain 
herself—even if Florian were interested, which wasdoubtful. She found 
herself surrounded and questioned and prompted, and it wasall she could 
do to keep to the few simple, but sufficiently dramatic, factsof the real 
story. 

Presently Madame Moisant intervened, and then the photographers had 
their turn. 

After that, there was no time to do more than snatch a hasty sandwich 
before they were once more plunged into a repetition of the Show—this 
time for the international buyers 



Thistime too the atmosphere was businesslike rather than social, but the 
applause wasnot for the dramatic news-worthy designsasduring the 
morning. It wasforthe "saleable" designs 

Fascinated, Anthea discovered that she wasalready beginning to 
distinguish the subtle differencesin the various phases of thisworld. The 
buyerswere not interested in her as news Only in the fact that her black 
suit and the green lace dresswould appeal to favoured customersin any 
exclusive store from Rio to Stockholm. 

A Swissbuyer—evidently a favourite of Madame Moisant—kept her some 
while after the Show was ended, and, when she finally returned to the 
dressing-room, she heard several of the mannequins speaking in raised 
tones the clear voice of Heloise dominating the babel with, 

"But of course she did it on purpose! Monsieur Florian would never 
arrange such a thing. She does not mind what she doesto make publicity 
for herself! She must have waited for him—half an hour perhaps-with the 
photographer ready. It is shameless I tell you ! Shameless!" 

"My cue, I suppose," Anthea told herself, with more calm philosophy than 
she felt, and she entered the dressing-room with resolution rather than 
eagerness 

"What is it now, Helo'i'se?" she enquired, in so cool a tone that the chatter 
ceased abruptly. Then, asthough bereft of wordsand letting actions speak 
for themselves Heloise silently thrust a newspaper under Anthea's nose, 
with an air of ineffable accusation. 

Anthea, surprised, took the paper, glanced at it and gasped. For splashed 
acrossthe most prominent bit of the front page wasa photograph of 
herself and Florian side by side at the entrance to the building, and above 
this ran the provocative enquiry, 'Who isthe Mystery Girl with Florian?" 



Undoubtedly it wasexcellent of them both. Even, she noticed with 
irrepressible amusement, of the coat which he had repudiated. Both were 
glancing over their shoulderswith a faintly startled expression, and this 
gave them an air of not quite wishing to be seen together. 

Underneath the photograph wasa solid block of letterpress from which 
Anthea picked out some unfortunate phrasesabout her being Florian's 
"inspiration", 'the unknown who saved the Show"and so on. 

She tossed the paper aside impatiently. 

"I can't help it if some cheap paper chooses to make a sensational story 
out of it," she said. "I don't like it any more than you apparently do." 

"Not like it! Can't help it!" Heloi'se gave a derisive laugh. 'You did not 
perhaps have anything to do with seeing that the photographer wasthere 
at just this most fortunate moment?" 

"No, of course not." 

"Nor wait for the arrival of Monsieur Florian, so that you could—" 

"No, of course not," Anthea said again. "It wasthe merest chance that we 
arrived at the same time. And lam not specially pleased, I tell you, to 
have my photograph splashed over the front page of a newspaper with 
that idiotic caption over the top." 

Most of the other girls in the room laughed a little unbelievingly at this 
But Helo'i'se was past dismissing anything with a laugh. 

"And I tell you," she countered mockingly, "there issomeone else who will 
not be specially pleased. You may think you were very clever to arrange 
this for yourself. But wait until Monsieur Florian sees it. He also does not 
like perhapsto be in a newspaper under this so idiotic caption. And when 
he hearsthat you arranged it—" 

"I did not arrange it," Anthea reiterated patiently. 



But, before she could judge if her insistence had had any effect, the door 
opened once more and Odette came in, followed—Anthea saw, with a 
slight, uncomfortable tremor—by Florian himself. 

He wasgiving some instructionsto Odette as he came, but under cover of 
hisfinaI words* Anthea heard Heloi'se murmur triumphantly, 

"Now we shall see." 

It wasridiculousto feel so apprehensive, but when she heard one of the 
other girlssay in good-natured protest, "Oh, Heloi'se, don't make trouble," 
she could not help wondering just how Florian would regard the whole 
incident. 

Ashe turned from Odette, Heloi'se held out the paper to him with her 
sweetest smile. 

"Have you seen this, monsieur ? Everyone—but everyone istaIking about 
it." 

Florian took the proffered sheet unhurriedly, and Anthea suddenly found 
her heart thumping. 

If only he would just laugh and toss it down contemptously! Treat the 
whole thing with the indifference it deserved!—But perhaps it was not a 
matter of indifference to a famous man to be presented to hispublic in 
that silly, slightly suggestive light. Florian did not tossthe paper away. On 
the contrary he examined it with such thoroughnessthat Anthea felt 
apprehensively he must be weighing the effect of every unfortunate word 
and phrase. 

Then he looked up suddenly and said in that quiet but imperiousway of 
his 

"Gabrielle! Where is she?" 

Anthea came slowly forward. 



"Have you seen this?" he enquired, tapping the photograph with his 
beautiful, clever fingers 

'Yes monsieur.'' She moistened her lips nervously. "But I was not—" 

'The coat photographs not badly after all, hein?" He went on studying 
the picture with interest. "If this line here were shortened— Well"—at this 
point he did tossthe sheet down asthough it were of little importance—"in 
a photograph of this sort one does not see much." 

Anthea controlled a great desire to laugh and laugh hysterically. But 
Heloise exclaimed eagerly, 

"It was not so much the photograph asthe story underneath that 
interested people, monsieur." 

"Isthere a story?" he asked indifferently. 

"But of course, monsieur ! That isthe point. All about the unknown who is 
such an inspiration to you. And then your arriving together in the morning, 
and about Mademoiselle Gabrielle being a 'mystery girl', asone says*" 
exclaimed Heloise, whom Anthea could cheerfully have murdered at this 
moment. 

But Florian remained quite unmoved by all this* without even the 
curiosity to pick up the paper once again and see for himself what was 
written there. He merely smiled at Anthea, that faintly strained and yet 
boyish smile, and said, 

'Take no notice of Heloise's stories* petite. No one will take you for my 
mistress in that coat." 

Then he went off, leaving Anthea divided between amusement, relief 
and a sort of chagrin which she could not quite explain to herself. While 
Heloise, her big blue eyesdark with annoyance, muttered, 

'There aretimeswhen Monsieur Florian isalmost stupid." 



"He is not the only one," Odette observed good-humouredly. Whereat the 
others laughed, and, to the best of Anthea's belief, the incident wasclosed. 
For if Florian himself had not objected to the photograph, who else should 
? 

Thisevening she had to work later than the regular hour of departure, 
but it wasall so interesting and every new phase wasso fresh to her that, 
except for the wearinessof standing so much, she found this no hardship. 
Then, just asshe wasat last getting ready to leave, one of the young 
assistant vendeusescameto say that she waswanted on the telephone. 

"Are you sure?" So few people knew her yet in her new identity that she 
felt there must have been a mistake. 

The little vendeuse, however, wasquite sure. And, suddenly remembering 
Roger, Anthea went to take the call, with a lightening of her heart out of 
all proportion to the event. 

It was not Roger's voice which answered her, however. It was Michael's 
and what he said was 

"Isthat you, Anthea?—It is?—Look here, I must see you—urgently." 

She wasastounded that she could remain cool and collected. Only 
yesterday she had been wildly excited at the idea that he might be 
waiting outside for her. But this—this had come too suddenly, without 
preparation or time for conjecture. The very unexpected ness of it robbed it 
of itsemotional urge. 

She heard herself say gently—almost politely, 

"But, Michael, I don't think there can be anything urgent between you 
and me. Are you quite sure that you think it a good idea for usto meet 
now ?" 

"Of course I am. Or I shouldn't have telephoned. When can I see you? 
Tonight? How long do you have to stay at that—dres-house?" 



"I wasjust leaving," she told him. 

'Then will you wait ten minutesand let me fetch you?" 

She didn't answer that at once. She wanted madly to see him, of course. 
Now that the first moment of shock was past, something of yesterday's 
eagerness was returning. But also—which was subtly different from 
yesterday—there wasanother impulse struggling in her against 
acceptance, but whether it was a sense of self-protection or just plain 
common sense she could not have said. 

"Are you still there?" he asked urgently, 

'Yes" 

"Well, will you wait for me, Anthea? I won't be long, I promise you." 

"Very well," she said slowly. "I'll wait." 

He rang off quickly—perhaps before she could change her mind—and she 
was left standing there with the receiver in her hand, telling herself she was 
a fool, and. that she should never have undertaken to wait for Michael 
again, however superficially it was meant. 

She idled away a few minutes upstairs* then went down to the boutique 
where, through the window, she could have a view of the street outside. 

Mademoiselle Armande, who was in charge of the boutique, gave her a 
friendly smile and asked how the buyers! show had gone. 

'Very well, I think," Anthea said. 'Though I don't really know enough to 
judge much yet. But Monsieur Florian seemed satisfied." 

"So?" Mademoiselle Armande gave her a frankly interested glance. "Did 
he tell you so?" 

"Dear me, no!" Anthea laughed. "He doesn't make any confidencesto me. 
But Madame Moisant had a very satisfied air when she came out of his 
office just now. And he has been in a very good temper all the afternoon. 
Though perhapshe is usually that," she added. 



Thismade Mademoiselle Armande laugh in her turn. 

'You wait!" she said. "Monsieur Florian can say more in two quiet 
sentencesthan most men in half an hour of angry repetition." 

'Then I hope he will never be angry with me,"Anthea said rather soberly. 

The other woman shrugged philosophically. 

"If you give him no reason he will not be angry. He is logical, Monsieur 
Florian, I will say that for him."Then she gave Anthea that frankly 
interested glance once more and said casually, "It wasa good photograph 
of you and him together this morning." "All the same, I wish it had not 
been taken," retorted Anthea crisply. "Some employerswould have been 
very much annoyed." 

"And Monsieur Florian wasnot?" 

"He didn't appear to be." 

"Ah !" said Mademoiselle Armande, with the eloquence which only a 
Frenchwoman can put into that one syllable. 

But before Anthea could ask her just what she meant by that, there was 
the sound of a motor horn outside and, glancing out of the window, she 
saw Michael draw up his car at the kerb. 

"I must go! Someone iswaiting for me," Anthea exclaimed. "Good night, 
mademoiselle." And she went quickly out of the building. 

Michael opened the door of the car ashe saw her coming, and in some 
odd way she felt asthough time had slipped. This should have been 
yesterday! She had run eagerly to meet him. then—and it had been Roger 
instead. 

Thistime, however, it wasundoubtedly Michael, and asshe slid into the 
seat beside him, she was reminded painfully of countless other times when 
he had met her, when 



But it was better not to let her mind travel along those forbidden paths 
Instead, she made her voice as impersonally friendly aspossible and asked, 

"Where are we going, M ichael? Are you just driving me home or—" 

"I hoped you would have dinner with me." 

But no ! She wasnot spending half the evening with him, sharpening 
again the memories she wasstriving to make dim, learning once more 
every turn of phrase and gesture which had been so agonizingly dear. 

"I'm afraid I can't, Michael." She said that coolly, and she offered him no 
further explanation. "Perhapswe could go somewhere and have coffee 
and a—a short talk." 

"Very well. Though I don't know that a short talk isgoing to cover it," he 
replied a little drily. 

"But I don't understand." She was pressing her handstogether now, to 
keep them from trembling. "What can there be left for usto say to each 
other, M ichael—or for you to ask me, come to that?" 

'There'sa damned lot, and you know it," he retorted, hisvoice roughened 
and deepened with emotion in a way that wasentirely foreign to him, she 
knew. "And the first thing I want to ask you is—what isthere between you 
and that Florian fellow?" 


CHAPTER IV 



SHE wasso astonished—both at the violence of Michael'swordsand, 
presumably, the violence of the feeling which had prompted them—that 
for a moment she could think of no reply. Then she gathered her wits 
together and answered spiritedly enough. 

"How dare you ask me such a question in such a tone? What should there 
be between Monsieur Florian and me, pray? I only met him a few days 
ago. I'm nothing but a mannequin with the right colouring and the right 
measurements so far as he is concerned." 

'Then what'sall this stuff about your being his inspiration and saving his 
show ?" Michael wanted to know, though histone wasmore pacific now 
and he wasobviously impressed by her vehemence. "And how about that 
appalling photograph of you slipping into some doorway together, with a 
backward glance?" 

"Don't be so ridiculous! We happened to arrive at work at the same 
moment. Surely you know there are some papersthat would make 
something questionable out of a Sunday School treat. You're not a child, 
to start imagining thingsand —" 

"No child ever imagined the sort of thing that's been worrying me ever 
since I saw that confounded paper," Michael assured her, with an 
unexpected flash of grim humour. "I'm sorry, Anthea. But how—and still 
more why—did you ever get yourself mixed up in an outfit of this kind?" 

"Don't call Florian'san 'outfit', in that condescending way," Anthea said 
firmly. "It happensto be one of the most famousfashion housesin Paris In 
the world," she added, aware suddenly that she wasfilled with that "local 
loyalty" which had amused her in others lessthan a week ago. "I'm 
remarkably lucky to be there, I can tell you. There are girlswho would 
give their eye-teeth for such a chance." 

"And it just fell into your lap?" Michael asked sceptically. 



"It just fell into my lap." 

"With no assistance from the great Florian himself?" Michael enquired 
ironically. 

"None at all," she insisted cheerfully. "Do you want to hear the story—or 
do you prefer the fable of me living in gilded sin?" 

Michael gave her a startled glance. 

'You never talked like that in the old days*" he said, and something in his 
bewilderment touched her suddenly and wrung her heart. 

"Oh, Michael—there are no old days now! At least, none that we should 
let ourselves remember. I'm sorry if I seem brighter and harder to you now. 
Maybe I am. Life doesthatto one sometimes—especially certain aspectsof 
it. But I'm much the same underneath. So please, don't have any wild 
ideasabout me and Florian." 

"Very well. It's sufficient, of course, if you give me such an assurance," 
Michael said, much more gently than he had spoken so far. "I'm sorry in my 
turn, if I sounded suspiciousand censorious" 

" 'Sounded' ?"thought Anthea. 'You were!" But she kept that to herself 
and aloud she said, 

"It'ssuch an extraordinary story, I know, that it's rather difficult to credit. 
But, if you'd like to hear it, I'll tell you just what did happen." 

And so once again, but thistime over coffee and to Michael, she told the 
story of the transformation of Anthea Marlowe into Mademoiselle 
Gabrielle the mannequin. 

He found it much lessamusing than Roger had, but he listened with even 
more intense interest, and asked one or two questionsthat were very 
much to the point. At the end he said briefly, 

"Doesyour father know?" 



"Father? Oh, no, not yet. I haven't had time to write and tell him. He just 
thinks I'm in Paris, earning my own living asa companion or translator or 
something." 

"But you will be telling him?" 

'Yes of course. In my next letter. But I don't write all that often, you 
know. He doesn't expect it." 

Michael frowned. 

"What do you think he'll say?" 

A mischievoussmile flashed acrossAnthea'sface. 

"Literally, do you mean ? He'll say—Trust a daughter of mine to land on 
her feet. I alwaysknew the girl would do something original.'" 

Michael gave a vexed little laugh. 

'You don't think he will object?" 

"I don't see why he should. And, quite frankly, I shouldn't take any notice 
if he did. I have independence and a job which I love already. Why should 
he—why should anyone—object?" 

Michael moved uneasily. 

"It isn't the job that every man would choose for his—his womenfolk," he 
said at last. "Of course I believe you when you say there is—I mean, that 
the whole thing is nothing but a business arrangement. But frankly, 
Anthea, I'd rather you were doing almost anything else." 

'You'd be surprised how few other things offered," she told him drily. "I 
wasdown to my last fifty francswhen this happened. Madame Moisant 
seemed to me like an angel from heaven, and she can't have seemed that 
way to many people in her life." 

"Anthea!" He wasaghast, quite refusing to take this disclosure in the light 
manner she made it. 'You mean that you were actually short of money? 
Desperately short, that is? But, my dear girl, why did you let it get asfar 



asthat? Why didn't you go home? Your father may be casual and 
irresponsible, but at least there would alwaysbea home for you in his 
house." 

"With Millicent?" Anthea said gently. "No, Michael, I think not. I much 
prefer any sort of independence in Paristo that." 

He bit hislip. Perhapshesaw for the first time just what hisdefection had 
meant, in practical terms 

"I forgot Millicent," he admitted. 

"Well, everything has worked out wonderfully, as it happens" she insisted 
smilingly. 'You really don't need to worry about me." 

"I shall worry, just the same," he said, and frowned asthough she were still 
very much hisconcern. "I hate the thought of you in that place, with that 
fellow around." 

"Do you mean Monsieur Florian?" she asked with rather obviousself- 
control. 

"Of course." 

'You don't really know a thing about him, do you?" she said sweetly. 

"Well, come to that, do you?" he retorted. 

She did not, of course, and so she remained silent. And, after a moment, 
Michael said stiffly, 

"He hasn't the best of reputations you know. That'swhy that confounded 
newspaper photograph wasso unfortunate. Some people will think almost 
anything from that." 

"It seemsyou were among them, Michael," she pointed out rather drily. 
"But"—she smiled suddenly in amused recollection—"Monsieur Florian 
himself said that no one would take me for his mistress in thiscoat." 

"Is that his style of conversation to you?" exclaimed Michael disgustedly. 
"Very reassuring, I must say." 



"Oh, dear, he was not in the least serious!" protested Anthea, wishing she 
had not put Michael's sense of humour to that test. "If you could only 
realize how impersonally he regards me, ora photograph of me, come to 
that. All he wasconcerned about wasthe idea that someone might thank 
he had designed a mas-produced coat." 

Michael was rather gloomily silent, but she thought he wasa trifle 
reasured by this last statement. 

"I must go, Michael." She took her mirror out of her handbag and dusted 
powder on her nose asthough she were a busy girl with lotsof 
engagementsto attend to. "It's very kind of you to have been concerned 
about me, but you're worrying yourself unnecessarily. Please believe me." 

He shrugged slightly. 

"If you say so, that's all right." 

He insisted on taking her home. And though she would have preferred 
him not to know where she was living, it wasdifficult to insist on a refusal 
without ungraciousness or a suggestion of pique—both of which she was 
anxiousto avoid. 

They said good-bye briefly, when the time came—a little self-consciously, 
because there wasthe shadow of too many other good-byes of a very 
different character between them. And, asshe climbed the stairsto her 
attic room, she thought, 

"It wasa mistake to go with him. There is no such thing astwo people 
remaining good friends when they have been in love. They must be 
strangersor else hurt each other all the time." 

For a day or two her encounter with M ichael weighed heavily on her 
spirits But the demands—and, to tell the truth, the attractions—of her new 
life left little time for introspective thought. Like everyone else in. the 
place—from Madame Moisant to the most junior sewing-girl, running 



around humbly with pinsand threads— she found she identified herself 
with the fortunesof the House of Florian. Sometimes it astounded her, and 
sometimes it almost frightened her, to think that the whole of this 
immense organization—the livelihood of close on four hundred people- 
stemmed from the single brain of one man. 

No wonder Odette had said, in her own picturesque phraseology, that he 
wasentitled to be "a monster" at times 

Anthea saw little of this side of him, however, in those early days There 
would be a sharp outburst of nervous anger about some trifle occasionally 
but, considering the stra in of these fiercely competitive weeks she 
supposed one could not really expect less. 

To her surprise and gratification, she had not been long at the salon 
before she experienced her first outside success She wasasked to act as 
photographic model fora feature in one of the more exclusive magazines 
dealing with furs And, with Florian'snot altogether willing permission, she 
posed in mink and ermine and a fabulous silver fox evening cape which 
made her feel like a duchess 

"I can't wait for the article to appear," she told Roger, over another of 
those unsentimental but extraordinarily enjoyable little dinners "I never 
expected to see myself in glossy print. And wearing about two thousand 
pounds worth of furstoo!" 

Roger looked amused. 

"Did Florian mind your doing it?" he wanted to know. 

"He wasn't entirely pleased, I think." 

"No? I do see hisquandary, of course," Roger said with enjoyment. "He's 
torn between the desire to keep you exclusive and the itch to build you up 
asquickly as possible into a recognizable public figure, which will enhance 
your value." 



"Do you seriously see that happening?" Anthea asked soberly. 

"Of course. And sooner than you think, probably. I daresay that will be 
the point when Florian will try to get your exclusive services In fact, it 
certainly will. He'll try to tell you that you owe everything to him, and play 
on your generosity that way." 

"But I do owe everything to him." 

"Nonsense! Only the initial chance," Roger declared with a laugh. "Give 
him the credit for that, if you like. But the charm and the talent and the 
beauty are your own. Don't you be afraid to set a high value on yourself if 
hedoesmakea bid for your exclusive services Florian'sno amateurat 
driving a bargain ! If he makes such an offer it will mean you've reached 
the stage of finding that people nudge each other when you come into a 
restaurant or a theatre and whisper, 'Then goesGabrielle.'" 

Anthea laughed unbelievingly and shook her head. 

"Which reminds me," Roger went on, 'that you really ought to be seen at 
one or two big functions It makespeople notice and talk." 

"Who'sbuilding me up now?" Anthea asked amusedly. 'You or Florian?" 

"I'm merely supplementing in a friendly way what I don't doubt Florian 
will do in the way of business" Roger declared with a grin. 'Will you let me 
take you to the Charity Ball at the Crillon next Wednesday? I've forgotten 
what it'sin aid of, but something very worthy, I'm sure." 

"No, of course not. These big charity affairs cost a mint of money." 

"Are you telling me I can't afford the luxury of entertaining the fabulous 
Mademoiselle Gabrielle?" he enquired, still with that boyish grin. 

"Don't be an idiot, Roger! It's just that you've done so much for me 
already. I don't want to seem—" 

'Two perfectly ordinary dinnersand the offer of a small loan, which you 
refused," he reminded her scornfully. "Look, Anthea, I very much want to 



go tothisj affair. There will be several people there I ought to meet. I can't 
go on my own, and—to put it on the lowest plane—you're far the most 
attractive and presentable girl I know for a partner on such an occasion." 

She bit her lip and laughed. 

'You're making all this up, of course," she told him. Then she mentally 
reviewed her wardrobe, which showed that she wasweakening. 

"I haven't really anything suitable to wear for such an occasion," she 
murmured, more critically clothes-conscious now than ever in her life 
before. "Unless-" 

"Of course you have," he declared confidently, adding, manlike, 'You 
look lovely in anything." 

'That's no girl's favourite compliment," Anthea assured him absently, 
while she wondered if she could freshen up her ivory chiffon and make it 
do for the occasion. 

"Please say 'yes', Anthea. It would be a real morale-booster, sofarasl'm 
concerned." 

He said that lightly enough, but suddenly she remembered that other girl 
who had crushed him with a much more disastrousrefusaI, and it seemed 
proportionately important that she should say "yes" at this moment. 

So she said it, and told him smilingly how much she really wanted to go 
to the ball. 

"Good!" He wasopenly delighted. "I'll get theticketstomorrw." 

It was impossible not to feel happy and exhilarated over the prospect. It 
wasso long—too long—since she had gone out light-heartedly to some 
really festive affair, and, now that she was mastering the routine at 
Florian's, she felt it wastimeto start building some outside life of her own. 



At the salon she wasbeginning to feel almost completely at home. For 
one thing, the work wasno longer full of dramatic surprises And for 
another she wason excellent termswith all her colleagues 

Even Heloi'se seemed to have got over her initial jealousy, while Odette 
treated her with the indulgence of the good-natured expert and often 
gave her careless but very helpful advice. 

Childish in most of her reactions Heloi'se showed considerable curiosity 
about Roger, whom she had seen both times he had come to collect 
Anthea. 

"He isyour regular beau?" she enquired of Anthea. 

"No. I don't think I'd describe him asthat," Anthea said, not at all sure 
what Heloi'se included in the term. 'We are just acquaintances Friends 
perhaps" 

Heloi'se stared at her with rather blank blueeyesand evidently did not 
follow thisvery well. 

"He is not the marrying kind?" she suggested. 

"Good heavens! I've no idea. We aren't interested in each other in that 
way," Anthea assured her. "Nor in the way you're thinking either," she 
added with some exasperation, asshe saw an over-understanding look 
come into those blue eyes 

"So?" said Heloi'se, once more at a loss 

"We've really only gone out to dinner once or twice with each other. We 
have mutual friends in London," Anthea said, stretching the truth a little to 
make the position clear. 

"Perhapsyou go dancing together?" suggested Heloi'se, who evidently 
found the picture so far very uninspiring. 

"I'm going to the Charity Ball with him on Wednesday," Anthea 
conceded. 



"Ah!" Heloise wason more familiar ground. 'Thiswill be a very fine affair. 
Odette also isgoing." 

"Isshe?" Anthea was interested. Then she said reflectively, "I wonder what 
she iswearing?" and wished that her own dress had not seen quite so much 
service before. 

"Florian isdressing her." 

"/she?" 

"But of course. He would not wish hisprincipal mannequin"—even Heloise 
conceded Odette thison occasion—'to look anything but a credit to him. 
Sometimes even, he letsone of usborrow a dress for a special occasion." 

"Does he?" Anthea said. But it did not occur to her to apply thisto herself. 
She wastoo much of a newcomer, she thought, for such a privilege. 

So she bought a not too wildly expensive shoulder spray for her white 
chiffon and hoped for the best. 

On the Wednesday morning, however, when she gave her dressa final 
inspection before departing to work, she felt anything but satisfied with it. 
Perhapsthe weeksat Florian's had made her over-critical. Perhaps the 
occasionswhen the dress had been a radiant success were all too tarnished 
and dim in her present recollection. Whatever the reason, she looked at 
her dress with great disfavour and told herself that she would not do Roger 
much credit. 

Now she wassorry that she had let him talk her into going". From gossip 
heard in the salon, she realized that it wasto be a very big affair indeed— 
and he had been so kind to her in every way—and seemed quite proud at 
the thought of taking her. It wasalmost like letting him down. 

But there was nothing she could do about it. 

Work was unexpectedly heavy that day. Not only were there the regular 
morning and afternoon shows* but Anthea waskept very busy showing 



designs for a pretty South American girl who waschoosing her trousseau 
without, apparently, needing to give even a passing thought to the 
ultimate cost. 

Back in the dressing-room, Anthea found that most of the others had 
already gone and she realized that it wasmuch later than she had 
thought. Only Heloi'se, idling away half an hour before going to a "date", 
wasapplying lacquer to her toe-nailswith the concentration of a master- 
craftsman. 

"It'sa good thing the ball doesn't start until nine." Anthea ran a comb 
through her hair. "I'll have time to relax a little and put my feet up before I 
start standing on them again." And she laughed. 

"What are you going to wear?" Heloi'se wanted to know. 

"Oh—just a white chiffon thing I have." 

"For the big ball of the season!" Heloi'se transferred her attention from her 
toesto Anthea. "Did you ask Monsieur Florian to let you have a dress?" 

"No, of course not. I've not been here long enough for special privileges" 

"It'snot a special privilege. You should have asked him." 

"Well—I didn't think of it. And it'stoo late now. He went almost an hour 
ago. He looked in to say good night to Madame Moisant when I was 
there." 

'You ought to wear the green lace," Heloi'se went on almost dreamily. 

And for a moment Anthea saw herself making her entry into the Grillon 
clad in the Florian creation of iridescent green. 

"Stop it, Heloi'se!" she said with an exasperated little laugh. "I can't have 
the dress and that'sall there isto it." 

'You could ask Madame Moisant. She also can give permission," Heloi'se 
declared. 


'N-no ! I don't think I'd like to. 



'Then I shall!" Suddenly and dramatically Heloi'se a/vung her beautiful 
feet down from the stool on. which they had been resting. "I was unkind to 
you at first, and in thisway I will make amends" She wasdramatizing 
herself still further and evidently enjoying herself immensely. "I shall go to 
Madame Moisant and ask her if you can have the dressand you shall go 
to the ball, like Cinderella—not in rags but in a Florian model." 

And, having thusreduced Anthea'swhite chiffon— verbally at least—to 
rags she made a splendid exit, presumably in the character of Fairy 
Godmother. 

She wasgone quite a long time. But when she returned her blue eyes 
were full of triumph. 

"Madame Moisant hassaid ’Yes;," she announced. "She said 'No' at first. 
Twice she said 'No'. But then she thought again and said you had been 
very good thisafternoon and that, anyway, Monsieur Florian would not 
want his new mannequin—so talked of—to come dowdy to the ball. You 
are to go quickly to the workroom and tell Mademoiselle Charlotte that 
Madame Moisant herself requires the dress" 

"Heloi'se, are you sure?"Anthea could hardly believe such incredible good 
fortune. "But it's such a responsibility, such a—" 

"Of course I am sure! And it isnot so unusual," Heloi'se explained. 'Twice 
last season I wasallowed to borrow." 

"Really?—Oh, Heloi'se, you are a dear!" exclaimed Anthea sincerely. "I 
should never have dared to ask myself." 

Heloi'se smiled, well pleased. 

"Now—what do I do? I go to Mademoiselle Charlotte and tell her 
Madame Moisant requiresthe dress—" 

"And you say that it isto be booked out for the night. That Madame 
Moisant herself will return it tomorrow. Probably, asMademoiselle 



Charlotte isa suspicious cat, she will want you to sign for the dress and you 
must sign the chit with your own name and add 'For Madame Moisant 1 . 
And tell her Madame will return the dress herself tomorrow morning." 

"And that really isthe usual procedure?" Anthea was still doubtful about 
the ease of it all. 

"Of course." Helo'ise smiled, with a touch of experienced superiority. So 
Anthea—her heart light and happy—did exactly asshe had been told, and 
all went well, except that Mademoiselle Charlotte wasindeed "a suspicious 
cat" and said that Madame Moisant should come herself if she wanted to 
do such a thing. 

"She would have, I expect, but she has had a very tiring afternoon," 
Anthea explained. 

"And who hasnot?" Mademoiselle Charlotte wanted to know. "Still"—she 
shrugged—"it is her own responsibility. But you must sign here for yourself 
and for her." 

Anthea did this> a nd the dress was draped lightly over her arm. It was 
hers!—in a manner of speaking. 

Back in the dressing-room, she found Helo'ise still in a cooperative mood. 
She had obtained one of the beautiful 'regency-striped' Florian dress boxes 
from somewhere, and herself helped Anthea to pack the dress 

"Oh—I must go and thank Madame Moisant!" exclaimed Anthea, 
remorseful that she had not done this before. 

But when she ran along to Madame Moisant'soffice the lightswere out 
and Madame had already gone— feeling perhapsthat the South 
American order had delayed her quite long enough. 

"Never mind. I'll thank her properly in the morning," Anthea thought, 
and returned to the dressing-room, to find Helo'ise holding the fastened 
dress-box, ready to waft heron her way to a wonderful evening. 



"I hope you enjoy yourself," she said, smiling so brilliantly that Anthea 
wished she would be likethismore often. 

"I'm sure I shall. The dresswill make all the difference," Anthea declared. 
And, thanking Heloi'seonce more, she took the box carefully and hurried 
downstairs—through the now deserted boutique, and out into the 
romantic, hurrying Paris streets 

Because of the latenessof the hour and the responsibility of her burden, 
she allowed herself a taxi home, so that when she finally arrived safely in 
her room, there wastimeto relax, asshe had hoped, and then to dressat 
leisure in the wonderful green model. 

Roger called for her in good time, and when she heard hisring at the 
door far below, she caught up her evening cloak over her arm, and moved 
carefully down the stairsand into the lift, so that when she stepped forth 
he should see her right away in the wonderful dress without any of its 
beauty obscured. 

When she reached the gloomy hall, he waswaiting for her there, having 
appeased the concierge in the usual manner. And asshe stepped out of 
the lift, she heard him catch his breath. 

"I thought you said you had nothing suitable to wear!" He took her hand 
gently, asthough he thought so radiant a vision might disappear at a 
touch. 

"I hadn't really."She laughed delightedly. "But Madame Moisant let me 
borrow this from the Collection. Wasn't it angelic of her?" 

"Angelic," Roger agreed, but be was looking at Anthea as he said it. 

Then he put her cloak round her and they went out to the car together. 

Oh, the joy of driving through lamplit Parison an early spring evening! 
The romantic glimpse of moonlight on the watersof the Seine—the subtle, 
indescribable atmosphere of romance everywhere. Anthea felt it touch her 



like a wand of magic. And when she finally entered the great ballroom 
with Roger, it seemed— asthe ridiculousHeloYse had said—asthough there 
were a little touch of the Cinderella story about all this 

He danced well, she found. And all the standing and the wearisome 
posing of the day wasforgotten. Her feet felt light and gay—and so did 
her heart. It wasthe most wonderful ball she could remember! 

After a while he said, "Did you get a proper meal before you came?" 

"Not really—no. I wasterribly late at the salon." 

'Then come on now and let's find the buffet"—he swung her out of the 
stream of dancers 'Too many of you girlsthink you can live on a lettuce 
leaf and a lot of excitement." 

She laughed, but she came with him very willingly, for it waswonderful 
to be looked after again. 

Others seemed to have had the same idea, and the big supper-room was 
already crowded, but Roger found her a space near one of the windows 
and went in search of refreshments 

Left alone, she looked around her on the lively and brilliant scene. So 
many people!—and she knew none of them. And yet she did not feel 
lonely—not with Roger coming back at any moment. She stood on tiptoe 
to see if she could catch a glimpse of him. And, asshe did so, the people 
near her parted slightly and she suddenly saw Odette—beautiful and 
indescribably soignee in a pale gold dressAnthea had never seen before. 

She saw Anthea at the same moment and smiled in a friendly way. Then 
suddenly her expression changed to incredulity—and finally consternation. 
She murmured something to the man beside her and made her way 
quickly to Anthea'sside. 

"Are you mad?" she said softly. "What are you doing, wearing that dress?" 



The smile wasshocked from Anthea'sface, but she answered bravely 
enough. 

"Madame Moisant said I could borrow it." 

"Madame Moisant? Impossible! Why, the dressisonly three weeksold," 
exclaimed Odette reproachfully, asthough it were a baby too young to be 
taken from its mother. "Do you tell me that Madame Moisant— Madame 
Moisant—herself gave you permission? You must have made a mistake, 
petite. How did she say it exactly?" 

"She didn't actually speak to me myself," Anthea explained. "She sent a 
message by HeloTse— 1 " 

Suddenly the most appalling chill crept down Anthea'sspine, and at the 
same moment Odette said angrily, 

"She iswicked, that one! And you—you are incredibly stupid. Monsieur 
Florian would kill you—but kill you—if he knew. How could you suppose 
that anyone would be allowed to borrow a model in the first weeksof the 
season ?" 

"But I understood—HeloTse assured me—that he dresses you for such 
occasions—that even the rest of us sometimes a re allowed to borrow 
models" 

"But not from the Collection, stupid one! Not from the new Collection. 

You must go at once, and change your dres Heisprobably coming here 
tonight. If you are very fortunate he may be late and missyou,and 
tomorrow I will try to help you put back the dresswithout being found 
out. But hurry, hurry!" 

"Oh, Odette, thank you for the warning! I must find my partner." And, 
infected by Odette's near panic, Anthea turned quickly and made her 
frightened way towardsthe buffet. 



She would explain somehow to Roger. He would understand. Thank 
heaven he understood everything so well! It would spoil hisevening, but he 
would forgive her. How could she have been so stupid?— 1 "Pardon, 
madame "—to a large, unresisting back." Pardon, monsieur ''—she slipped 
under an arm raised in greeting to someone. 

Then she saw Roger—but he was making slowly in the other direction. 

She changed course abruptly, and, asshe did so, knocked the elbow of 
someone standing near her. 

"Eh—eh—scusf', sgnora'' said an Italian voice, and—with a chill that 
reached her soul—she felt some cold liquid splashing on her shoulder. 

''No!'' A nth ea said almost in a whisper. "No!" and she stood perfectly still 
at last, like someone in a nightmare, watching the red stain of wine 
spreading down the dress she should not have borrowed. 


CHAPTER V 


ALL around Anthea there wasthe chatter and laughter of people 
enjoying themselves Their world went on though hers had stopped. Near 
at hand, the few people aware; of her predicament expressed mild 
sympathy at what they evidently took to be a piece of misfortune, rather 
than a disaster of overwhelming magnitude. Only she knew what this 
moment really meant. 



She wasalone—alone—in this a ppa lling situation. Even dear Roger, when 
he found her, could not enter into the horror of her position. 

She began to move slowly back to the place where Roger would expect 
to find her. In spite of all the strangers round her, she felt she would have 
cried helplessly if she had not been too frozen and numb with horror to be 
able to give any expression to her dismay. 

Everything was over, she told herself. Her short career as a mannequin 
would be ended—just as Heloi'se had intended. Though even she, of course, 
could not have foreseen this last refinement of the disaster. 

And how wasshe to explain to Monsieur Florian what she had done? 

How even attempt to justify, first her taking of the dress* and then the 
awful thing which had happened to it while it was in her care? 

Her mind simply stopped short at the idea of finding wordsin which to 
clothe the situation. 

And finally—what would he say? In all conscience, he would be entitled to 
turn his cold anger on her in the manner even Odette had rather 
apprehensively described. It was not to be thought of! Quite seriously she 
contemplated putting herself in the river, rather than face that scene. 

"Anthea !" Roger's relieved voice said her name almost beside her. "I 
couldn't find you anywhere. I thought—" 

Then he too suddenly saw what had happened. 

"I say! That'sa bit awkward, isn't it?" he observed, with masterly 
understatement. 

She nodded wordlessly. And suddenly she could have cried quite easily. 

He set down the refreshments he had obtained on a nearby ledge and 
took her hand. 

"Don't cry," he said gently. "It'snot all that important." 



"Oh, Roger, it is!" She spoke in a strained whisper, because her full voice 
just refused to come. "It seems I shouldn't have borrowed the dress in any 
case. I've just seen Odette, and she told me so. One of the other girls 
misled—misinformed me. She—Odette—saysMonsieur Florian would kill 
me if he knew." 

"I'll buy the damned thing for you. Then it'll be your dress and you'll have 
every right to spill wine on it if you want to," Roger told her. "Only don't 
look like that." 

"I can't help it." Her voice dropped to a husky whisper again. "And don't 
make mad, generoussuggestions like that or I'll start crying right here in 
the middle of the supper-room." 

'The side," he corrected. "And quite near a convenient window alcove. 
Forget about the dress. I'll buy it, I tell you. It'sthe simplest thing in the 
world." 

"It isn't, Roger dear, though you are an angel to think of such a thing. I 
can't imagine what it would cost, for one thing. And, for another, that 
doesn't get usout of the dilemma. One doesn't buy the dress in the 
Collection. One has it copied. The original dress stays in the salon to be sh- 
shown each day." 

And at the thought of the show tomorrow with no Number Forty-two 
available, Anthea really did let two tears slide down her cheeks 

"Darling, don't! If thisFlorian is such a beast, I'm not going to have—" 

"Mons'eur,"said a quite and familiar voice rather languidly behind 
Anthea, "you do me an injustice. What isthe trouble ?" 

Anthea felt the hairsat the nape of her neck lift, and once more the sense 
of nightmare wasso strong upon her that, though her impulse wasto 
scream, she could not. 



Then, even before Roger or she could reply, someone took hold of her 
from behind and she knew it wasFlorian'sstrong, beautiful fingersthat 
held her arms—a little too tightly. 

"Mademoiselle, you seem to have had a most unfortunate accident to— 
your d res" 

Slowly, and in a sort of terrible fascination, she turned her head, until her 
frightened dark eyes looked into hiscold slate-grey ones 

"Monsieur Florian "she 

whispered. 

"But you must not let it spoil your evening 

'That'swhat I tell her," Roger put in cheerfully. 

"Without justification, monsieur, since you are unable to remedy the 
matter," Florian retorted coldly. "Come," he added imperiously to Anthea. 
And, with one hand still too tightly on her arm, he began to propel her 
towardsthe exit. 

"Just a moment!" Roger also started forward. 

'You may come too if you wish, monseur." 

"I damn well do wish," Roger stated emphatically. While Anthea, unable 
to imagine what wasto happen next, submitted helplessly to Florian's 
direction—as she would have if he had been leading her then and thereto 
the block. 

Out on the crowded landing, he spoke briefly to someone who seemed to 
be in authority, and they were all three bowed into a lift and wafted up a 
couple of floors 

Here they were conducted to a beautifully appointed bedroom, at which 
point Roger said, 

"Just what isgoing on?" 



"It will help, monsieur, if you neither question nor comment for a few 
minutes*" Florian told him curtly, and rang the bell for the chambermaid. 

While they waited for her, he stood back from Anthea and considered 
her critically. She went pale under hiscold, thoughtful glance, even when 
she realized suddenly that it was at the dress* and not herself, that he was 
looking. 

Then he came forward and, while she gasped at the ruthlessness of it, he 
ripped most of the stained lace bodice from itsfoundation, tossing it on the 
floor, asthough it no longer concerned him. 

Roger started forward at what seemed to him an outrageous gesture 
towardsany girl. Then, suddenly realizing what was happening, he 
hesitated. 

Florian, taking no notice whatever, next detached—with the same bold, 
decisive movements—two of the beautiful floating panelsfrom the skirt, 
and began calmly, and without haste, to fashion these into an exquisite 
draped bodice. 

By thetimethe chambermaid entered, the whole of the upper part of 
the dresswastransformed, and the skirt merely lacking in a little of the 
fabulousfullnessthat had distinguished it. 

"Pins*" he said to the woman, without even looking at her. "And a needle 
and thread." 

She stared, open-mouthed, at what wasgoing on. Then she gasped, 

"I have only white thread, monsieur, for the linen." 

"Very well. It will do." 

She trotted off briskly and returned almost immediately with the 
required articles Then she—and, to tell the truth, Roger too—watched 
fascinated while Florian coolly secured hismatchlessdraping with a few 
quick stitches 



'There!" He stood back from Anthea once more. "It will hold for the 
evening, if you are not too energetic, mademoiselle. And you, monsieur'' 
he added, with an ironical little smile, "must not embrace her too heartily, 
or you will probably find some of my pins" 

"Oh, Monsieur Florian, I—I don't know how to thank you," Anthea 
stammered. 

'You have no need to thank me, mademoiselle," he said icily. "It was a 
case of restoring my model rather than consoling my mannequin, I assure 
you." 

Suddenly she knew what Odette had meant. 

"Please, please let me explain," she began, ashe turned to go. But he 
silenced her with a slight gesture of his hand. 

"I have no time for explanations now, mademoiselle," he said with 
terrifying gentleness "We have wasted enough of the evening as it is But 
you will explain to me tomorrow morning—in full." 

Then he handed the chambermaid her sewing materials and with a 
slight bow to Roger, went out of the room, leaving them to follow at their 
own pace. 

The chambermaid absently held out her hand and Roger absently put 
something into it. Then, taking Anthea by the arm, he gently led her out 
along the heavily-carpeted corridor. 

"Well, it wasn't so bad, was it?" he smiled down at her. 

Anthea could not answer. She wondered how he could have been so deaf 
to the overtones in Florian's voice. Or was it just that, in her terror, she 
imagined things? 

"I must say he made a wonderful job of repairing the damage."There 
wasreluctant admiration in Roger'stonethat time. 

'"Yes" Anthea managed to say. 



"Do you have to worry any more?" he smiled down at her, a little teasing, 
but a little coaxing too. And suddenly she remembered that thiswashis 
great evening. He had planned for it, paid heavily, she had no doubt, for 
it, and now she would not —would not spoil it for him. 

Even if Florian sacked her tomorrow—which he undoubtedly would do- 
even if he pulverized her first with the weight of hiscold anger, thiswas 
Roger's evening, and she determined that he should enjoy it. 

She flashed a smile up at him. 

"No," she declared, "I don't have to worry any more, I—I can hardly get 
used to the idea! But Monsieur Florian hasmadethe dress look wonderful 
again. And —and I don't even have to think about how I shall tell him 
what happened. He—he knows" 

"Sure. And he said you could explain to him in full tomorrow. I bet that 
other girl will get the sack." 

"Which other girl?" enquired Anthea, who could think of only one girl 
getting the sack. 

"Why, the one who misled you into thinking it wasall right to borrow the 
dress of course." 

"Heloi'se? Oh no! No, really I can't imagine that happening to Heloise." 

"Why not, for heaven's sake? Is she his girl-friend?" 

"Of course not! But Heloise isjust not the sort to get the sack," Anthea 
explained drily. Because she knew at last that, for all her air of big-eyed 
simplicity, Heloi'se was simply the kind who saw to it that someone else got 
the sack. But never, never herself. 

"Well, if you think he'll be indulgent all round, that'sall right," Roger said 
comfortably. And Anthea forbore to say that that was not at all how she 
expected Monsieur Florian to be in the morning. 



Much later in the evening, she encountered Odette once more. And, after 
staring at her inexplicable young colleague for a moment, Odette halted 
her very distinguished-looking partner and, with a word of excuse, came 
over to Anthea. 

"I thought you were going home to change, Gabrielle," she said in a 
severe tone. Then suddenly she looked at the dressasthough she thought 
she were losing her mind. 

"What—what has happened?" she said, almost in a whisper. "It's— 
different'. You have— No, you. can't have been so mad asto change a 
Florian model. Besides 1 "—she put out her hand and touched the bodice 
with experienced fingers—"only one person can drape like that." 

"Why, Odette, how clever of you!" Anthea smiled feebly. 'You're quite 
right. Monsieur Florian did it himself." 

Odette s/vallowed. 

"I don't understand," she said helplessly. 

"Someone spilt wine on the dressasit was" Roger began to explain 
cheerfully, but Odette uttered a little cry at thisand actually turned pale. 

"Monsieur Florian saw," explained Anthea, continuing the story doggedly, 
though she thought it sounded dreadfully improbable asshe told it. "And 
he made me come with him—and he altered the dress asyou see, in not 
much more than ten minutes" 

'You say"—Odette looked at Anthea asthough she were not quite sure 
whetherto call hera liarto her face or salute her asone who had 
emerged from the jawsof death unharmed—"you say Monsieur Florian 
/cnowswhat hashappened ?" 

'Yes yes Odette. It's all right, really." Anthea glanced quickly at Roger 
who wassmiling unconcernedly at her side. "But it wasall done so quickly. 
There will of course have to be some explanationstomorrow." 



'That I can well imagine," agreed Odette feelingly. 

"But tonight—I'm just enjoying myself. Monsieur Florian said I wasto," she 
added, extending the meaning of certain phrases rather unpardonably. 

"So?" said Odette, and turned away, evidently under the impression that 
neither truth nor sense could be expected from any prolonging of the 
conversation. 

"She seemed to take a rather serious view of it all." 

Roger looked after her thoughtfully. "Look here, Anthea, if there'sgoing 
to be any real trouble over this business you'd better let me—" 

"No, no, Roger! There's no need for you to get involved," exclaimed 
Anthea, determined not to cause him any more anxiety or trouble. 

"Odette isalwaysa bit of a. tragedy queen. It'spart of her stock-in-trade. 
You don't need to worry. I expect there'll be a few sharp wordsoverthe 
explanationstomorrow, but nothing that could justify any intervention 
from outside." 

"Are you. sure?" He was not entirely satisfied, she could see. 

'Yes of course. Perfectly sure," she lied desperately. 

He said no more just then, and she thought he was satisfied. But when, 
much later, he had driven her home, under a night sky that wasalready 
paling into early dawn, he stopped her, just asshe would have said good 
night and got out of the car. 

"HI call for you tomorrow—or, rather, thisevening. I want to know that 
you got on all right over thisdres business" 

"Oh, Roger!" She nearly put her head down on hisshoulder and wept, but 
she controlled herself in time. 

'You—you don't really need to, you know. But—if you want to—" 

"I want to," he stated pleasantly and finally. 



'Then—then I wont pretend I shan't be glad to think of that when I go in 
to make my explanations in the morning," she admitted with a faint smile. 

Then she thanked him a little huskily, said good night once more, and ran 
into the house, hoping he would take her haste for anxiety over the 
latenessof the hour and not the need to struggle again with tearsthat 
were near the surface. 

Trembling with fatigue, she carefully took off the green lace dress* trying 
conscientiously not to disturb the lightly secured work which Florian had 
done actually on her. She wondered what he would do about the dress 
now. Would he let it be worn asit wasuntil a duplicate of the original 
model could be made, or would he withdraw it altogether from the 
Collection for a while? 

It wasa purely academic query, she assured herself, because she would 
not be wearing it in any form. Not after what had happened thisevening. 

Tired though she was* she could not sleep even when she was in bed. She 
lay there, watching the pale square of her window and wondering what 
wasto become of her. 

It wasthe "lowest" of all the twenty-four hours* and Anthea saw herself 
once more pennilessand workless in Paris But, strangely enough, even this 
vision did not wring her heart so truly asthe thought that Florian'swould 
know her no more. 

She knew now—amazedly—that she had come to love the place with 
something like passion. Not only for the glamour—of which there was very 
much lessthan most outsiders sup posed—but because of the wonderful, 
thrilling sense of excitement and achievement. For good or ill, for now and 
always she felt, she waspart of Florian's Even when she wasdismissed and 
cast off with contumely, she would still feel miserably that she waspart of 
Florian's Bui for ever exiled and repudiated. 



Anthea sobbed a little to herself at last. Then she slept fitfully. But only 
fitfully, since she must not add to her terrible list of offencesthe final one of 
being late that morning. 

When she woke, it waswith a sense of disaster that set her heart 
thumping, and made her throat feel dry. But, since she was essentially 
courageous* she got up, dressed with meticulous neatness* and drank some 
hot coffee, though she could not face the thought of food. 

Then, carrying the beautiful striped box, which contained the evidence of 
her crime, she set out for Florian's—possibly, she supposed, for the last 
time. 

It required all the courage she had to enter the familiar portaIsand 
mount the long staircase to the dressing-room. She felt asthough everyone 
who saw her and called out a greeting must wonder why she wascarrying 
a dress-box, and suspect what it contained. 

And then, of course, the next thing wasto get rid of it. There was no one 
else yet in the dressing-room. But she could no more leave one of the 
models lying about (even in itsmutilated form) than she could leave a 
corpse unconcealed. The two thingsseemed rather similar in Anthea's mind 
at the moment. 

So, finally, she went boldly upstairsto Mademoiselle Charlotte, still 
carrying the box. 

"I've brought back Number Forty-two, mademoiselle," she said timidly. 

"Where?" enquired Mademoiselle Charlotte briefly. 

"FI ere—in this box." 

"In a box ! Madame Moisant had no right to put it in a box," declared the 
angry Mademoiselle Charlotte, who carried on a long series of skirmishes 
about such matterswith the Directrice, in order to prove her own 
importance. 



Anthea then remembered that Madame Moisant wassupposed to have 
borrowed the dress and she saw further and agitating complications 
ahead. 

Desperately she cut at least thisGordian knot. 

"Mademoiselle Charlotte," she said, ascalmly asshe could, 'there was 
some misunderstanding about this* which I can't explain in detail. But 
Madame Moisant did not borrow thisdress I did." 

'You d/d!" Mademoiselle Charlotte looked almost asthough smoke might 
come out of the top of her head ."You borrowed a model from the NEW 
COLLECTION—for your own use? You stand there and tell me—quite 
calmly—that you practised a wicked trick on me and borrowed a dress 
from the Collection? You, who have not been here a month!" 

All the time she wasspeaking, she wasripping the cord from the box, 
raising the lid, casting aside clouds of tissue paper and, finally, lifting out 
the dress. At this point she uttered a loud scream. 

"It is not the right model!" she exclaimed, her voice running up the scale 
and cracking with emotion. "It hasbeen changed." 

"I know," Anthea said wearily. "Monsieur Florian changed it himself last 
night when—" 

"Monsier Florian—last mght?" Mademoiselle Charlotte's tone changed 
subtly to a note of astonishment, mingled with, the caution of one who 
was not going to put her foot in it, however improbable the circumstances 
"What—what were you and Monsieur Florian doing last night, pray?" 

The highly questionable wording and the sudden change of manner 
made Anthea want to laugh hysterically. 

"We were both at the Charity Ball—but separately," she said curtly. 
"Someone spilt wine on my dress—" 



"Your dress!" Mademoiselle Charlotte seemed ready to laugh hysterically 
in her turn. 

"All right—this dress. Monsieur Florian saw what had happened and 
changed the dress into what you see now." 

"Right there in the ballroom?"The Frenchwoman sounded incredulous* 
but asthough all thingswere, of course, possible to Florian. 

"Certainly not! In a private room on—" 

"A private room, eh?" Madame Charlotte smiled sourly. 

"My partner wasthere too," Anthea explained patiently, wondering what 
other misunderstandingsand innuendoes she wasgoing to have to struggle 
against. 

"Asa matter of fact—" 

"I do not understand what you are talking about," exclaimed 
Mademoiselle Charlotte, suddenly rejecting the whole story. "And, 
moreover, I do not believe a word you are saying." 

"Well, I can't help that," Anthea retorted, with a little spurt of nervous 
temper. And she went downstairsonce more, leaving Mademoiselle 
Charlotte to make what she liked of the whole affair. 

Several of the other girls had now arrived, and among them Heloise. She 
looked fresh and smiling and washumming a tune to herself, asthough 
she were without a care in the world or a shadow on her conscience. 

"Heloise"—Anthea went over to her and spoke calmly and almost 
politely—"why did you pretend to me last night that Madame Moisant 
had given permission for me to borrow the green lace dress?" 

Heloise stopped humming and turned astonished blue eyeson Anthea. 

"Madame Moisant?—green lace dress?—I don't know what you are 
talking about," she said blandly. 



Anthea gasped. In all her experience so far she had never met the cool, 
confident and out-and-out liar. 

"Heloi'se," she said, and her voice shook a little, "you know perfectly well 
that you sat in here last night, painting your toe-nails and telling me that 
we were sometimesallowed to borrow models And you said you would 
ask Madame Moisant if I could borrow—" 

"I would ask Madame Moisant if you could borrow?" Heloi'se laughed 
scornfully. "Why should I? I do not like you," she stated, simply and with 
devastating truth thistime. "Why should I do this for you?" 

'You mean you deny the whole thing?" Anthea'svoice wassuddenly grim 
asshe realized what she wasup against. 

"I do not deny anything. I simply say you are telling silly lieswhich I do not 
understand," Heloi'se assured her pleasantly. And, still humming to herself, 
she turned back to the mirror and began to make up skilfully. 

Anthea stood there for a moment, silent and still. She should, she 
supposed, have been ready for something like this Obviously Heloi'se 
would have had no intention of allowing her real guilt to be pinned upon 
her. But this! —Thisabsolutely blank denial of everything wasshattering in 
its completeness 

She glanced round for Odette, who might at least say something in 
support of her. But Odette had not yet arrived—and, in any case, could 
not substantiate Anthea'sstory further than to say that, when seen in the 
dress she had spoken of Heloi'se's assurance that she might borrow it. 

The situation could hardly have been worse. But, whatever one's persona I 
misery, the work of the day had begun. Anthea too took her seat before 
the mirror, and absently passed a comb through her hair. Asshe did so, she 
saw in the reflection of the glassthat the door had opened and Madame 
Moisant had come into the room. 



She bit her lip. First with nervousness* and then with the sudden idea that 
she just might possibly enlist Madame Moisa nt's aid. 

It was a forlorn hope, really, born of desperation. But the fact wasthat 
the Directrice wasnot so wildly unreasonable assome of the people round 
her. Besides* she had been responsible for bringing Anthea here and, in 
that sense, regarded her in something of the light of a protegee. 

If she could be made to believe the truth 
Anthea turned impulsively towardsher. Butasshedid so, the door 
opened again, and one of the secretaries put in her head and said, 
"Mademoiselle Gabrielle in Monsieur Florian'soffice, please!" 


CHAPTER VI 


THE blow had fallen ! 

Somehow, Anthea had not expected it quite so soon. Monsieur Florian 
usually did not put in an appearance until rather later in the morning, 
and she had imagined herself with another hour of grace—or dreadful 
anticipation—asone cared to look at it. 

But, in spite of his late night, he had evidently made a point of arriving 
early. And it seemed that her melancholy affairs took precedence over 
everything else. 

"Hurry !" Madame Moisant said, asAnthea seemed for a moment unable 
to move. "One does not keep Monsieur Florian waiting." 



There wasthe faintest edge to her voice and Anthea saw she wasnot too 
pleased. She preferred any contact between Florian and the mannequins 
to be made through herself. 

In spite of Madame Moisant'sadmonition to hurry, Anthea went up to 
Heloise and said quietly, 

"I warn you that I shall not attempt to shield you. I can only hope to clear 
myself if I tell Monsieur Florian exactly what happened." 

Heloise merely glanced at her and shrugged, asthough to say she neither 
followed, nor wished to follow, what Anthea wastalking about. It wasso 
perfectly done, and left such an impression of blank ignorance, that, asshe 
went from the room, Anthea thought, with a sense of added chill, 

"If it comesto her word against mine, who would believe that she is 
lying?" 

Monsieur Florian'soffice wason the next floor, and Anthea found she was 
completely breath less when she reached the top of the stairs Not because 
of the steepness of the ascent, but because her frightened breathing had 
become a series of short, shallow gasps 

She stood for a moment outside hisdoor, resisting the terrible panic- 
stricken impulse to turn and run from the place. Then, calling on all her 
powersof resolution, she knocked. 

"Come in!" 

He spoke in English, showing that he guessed who wasthere, and, with a 
confused sort of prayer in her heart, Anthea opened the door and went in. 

Florian was sitting at a big, highly polished desk, which gave him an air 
of formality and remotenessthat wasunfamiliar. Asshe entered, he 
picked up the tele-phone, asked the switchboard girl for a number, and 
silently indicated a chair to Anthea while he waited for his connection. 



Then, with a refinement of cruelty which made her remember what 
Odette had said of him, he conducted a conversation of several minutes 
with one of the big silk manufacturers* exactly asthough the unhappy girl 
before him were not there. 

By the time he replaced the receiver, Anthea felt sick with suspense. 

He made a note on a pad beside him, then he looked up and fixed his 
cold, unsmiling grey eyesupon her. 

"Now, mademoiselle "—his voice was unhurried and pitched on its usua I 
quiet note;—"perhapsyou will tell me how you came to be wearing a 
model from the Collection at the ball last night." 

"I thought I had Madame Moisant'spermission," she said huskily. 

'You thought? It isaswell to be sure on these matters But if Madame 
Moisant isto be brought into this she had better be present to hear what is 
said." And he stretched out his hand towardsthe bell on hisdesk. 

"No, no! Please don't send for her!" cried Anthea, feeling that Monsieur 
Florian wasenough to cope with at the moment, and so urgently did she 
speak that he drew hack his hand. "May I—may I just explain in my own 
wordsfirst?" 

'That, mademoiselle, iswhat I have asked you to do," Florian said drily. 

"But—without any sarcastic interruptions" she begged him with the 
boldnessof desperation. "And in —in some detail." 

He looked at her with very slightly narrowed eyes for a moment, as 
though to decide whether or not she were trying to trick him. Then he 
made a gesture with his hand, which she took to be permission to speak 
on. 

She must be absolutely calm and circumstantial, she told herself. Thiswas 
her one chance. And, moistening her lips nervously with the tip of her 
tongue, she launched into the story. 



"Monsieur Florian"—she gripped her handstightly together in her lap to 
keep them from trembling—"when I wasasked to go to this ball, my first 
impulse wasto refuse, because I had nothing really suitable to wear. But 
the friend who invited me wished very much to have me with him, and as 
I owed him very much kindness* I decided to make do with a—a not very 
new, but reasonably presentable white chiffon which I had. 

"I can't say that I washappy about the dress* monsieur, particularly"—she 
smiled palely—"after what I had learned here in the last few weeks But I 
never thought of anything else, right up to last evening, when I was 
preparing to go. It waslate and only—only one other of the girls was left in 
the dressing-room. 

"She knew I wasgoing to the ball—they all knew— and she asked what I 
waswearing. When I told her she seemed horrified and said—why had I 
not asked you to lend me a dress?" 

Florian'seyebrowswent up but, true to her request for no sarcastic 
interruptions presumably, he said nothing. 

"I told her I had no idea that such a thing waseven possible and that it 
was in any case, too late now. She seemed very anxiousto help and 
declared that, since you were gone, she would go and ask Madame 
Moisant herself. She went—" 

'To Madame Moisant?" He did interrupt that time. 

"I had no reason to think anything else then, monsieur." 

"Very well. Go on." 

"She came back, saying that Madame had given permission—that I was 
to fetch the—the green lace dress from Mademoiselle Charlotte, and sign 
for it in my own name, but on behalf of Madame Moisant," 

"And you believed all this nonsense? You must be simple indeed, 
mademoiselle," he exclaimed impatiently. 



"Why should I disbelieve it, monsieur ?" retorted Anthea. 'You forget that 
a month ago the dressworld wasa closed book to me. It wasonly when 
Odette saw me at the Ball, and expressed her horror, that I understood. 
How should I know what the conditionswere in so special a case? What do 
you know, for instance, of the procedure followed when someone working 
at—at" —she thought fleetingly and nostalgically of Roger— "one of the 
Foreign Embassies has to take home a 'top secret' document for further 
study?" 

There wasa slight silence. Then over Florian'sclever, rather worn face 
there flitted the characteristically boyish smile. 

"Frankly, nothing, mademoiselle,'' he conceded with unexpected candour. 

'You—you see?" She was startled herself by the successof her simile. "I was 
in a similar position." 

"And greatly tempted," he added a little mockingly. "Because you 
wanted to look beautiful for the erring lover who had returned to you." 

"I wasn't even tempted," Anthea insisted. "Because I didn't know that 
what I wasdoing waswrong. And asfor wanting to look beautiful for—For 
whom, did you say?" Suddenly hisexact words penetrated her 
consciousness. 

Monsieur Florian did not reply at once. He hardly seemed to notice the 
note of denial in her tone. 

"Mon enfant," he said at last, and the unexpectedly gentle term of 
address brought a sudden lump into Anthea'sdry throat, "when I first saw 
you in my more or less ruined dress I assure you my first impulse wasto 
strangle you. Certainly I wished to humiliate you and dismiss you in front 
of everyone. Then I saw the big, hulking Englishman who wasconsoling 
you by calling me na mes a nd it became suddenly clear to me that you 
had—unpardonably but understandably—borrowed the dress in some 



way not clear to me, in order to impressthisman who had left you for 
someone else." 

"But I assure you—" began Anthea. 

He silenced her with a peremptory but not unkindly gesture. 

"I am not a sympathetic man by nature," Florian said drily, "but I suppose 
we all have momentswhen we see with sudden clarity into someone else's 
feelings Angry though I waswith you, I could not humiliate you in front of 
him. Nor did I wish to bring your evening to an abrupt and disastrousend 
so ea rly. There was only one thing to do"—he shrugged—"repa ir the 
damage aswell as possible and postpone both explanationsand censure 
until the morning. But that did not really lessen my anger with you." 

"No, monsieur ''she said softly. 

"And now you tell me that, foolish though you have been"—he looked at 
her penetratingly—"someone else is more to blame. Which of the other girls 
gave you this- bad advice?" 

She had felt so angry with Heloi'se earlier that morning that she had 
thought she would not care at all about giving her away. Now, in spite of 
everything, she found the name stuck in her throat. 

"Monsieur Florian, I would rather not give the name," she said 
hesitatingly. "In any case, she deniesthe whole thing completely this 
morning." 

He made a sound of nervous exasperation. Then suddenly, asthough 
some inescapable instinct stirred within him, he glanced at hiswatch. 

"Quick!" he said sharply. 'The morning show isabout to begin. If you 
hurry, you will be just ready for your first entry. I will deal with thisother 
matter later." 

Obedient to the note of urgency in hisvoice, Anthea sprang to her feet. 

"But, Monsieur Florian, won't you even tell me—" 



"I will tell you nothing," he cut in shortly. 'You will not tell me who this 
offender is Very good. I also can play that game. Now go." 

She went. There was nothing else to do—particularly with the time of the 
morning show so near. But at least he had not dismissed her! At least he 
had not crushed her with the full weight of his cold anger. 

Back in the dressing-room, with Madame Moisant scolding, and the other 
girls exclaiming at her lateness Anthea had no time for anything but to 
slip into her black suit and make ready for ascool an entry asshe could 
achieve. 

It was incredible how irresistibly the show went on, however distracted 
one wasfeeling. Anthea found herself sauntering up and down the long 
platform, smiling, twirling, going through all the usual motions It seemed 
that nothing could interfere with the usual march of events 

Almost nothing. When the show had been in progressten minutes a note 
wasbrought to Madame Moisant and, glancing at it with a gasp of 
surprise, she turned to Anthea and said, 

"Number Forty-two will not be shown thismorning. I have a note here 
about it from Monsieur Florian." 

'Very well, madame" Anthea murmured meekly. 

"What happened?" Odette found time to whisper. "Have you seen 
Monsieur Florian?" 

'Yes" 

"And is he—letting you stay on?" 

"I don't know. We hadn't quite finished—finished discusing it all when it 
wastimeforthe show." 

"O-oh!" Odette's sceptical tone indicated that she found it hard to believe 
that anything had been dealt with at discussion level. And she gave a 
rather discouraging shake of her head before going out to show the black 



velvet ball gown which made her look like something out of the third act 
of Tra via ta. 

It wasover at last. Even the breathtaking wedding gown had been 
shown once more, to the sound of a chorusof murmured approval. 
Nowadays* with the earlier excitement muted to more everyday routine, 
there wasseldom applause, but there wasno lack of admiration, shown in 
quieter ways 

Anthea returned to the dressing-room for the last time, and had just 
changed from the wedding dresswhen Monsieur Florian entered with an 
air of cold purpose which set her heart fluttering again. 

"Madame Moisant, I wish to speak to all the girls" He ran an eye over 
them to see that they were all present. "I shall be obliged if you will also 
remain." 

Madame Moisant, who wasintensely curiousabout everything that went 
on at Florian's would not have left for worlds But she inclined her head 
graciously, to indicate that she remained at Monsieur Florian'sexpresswish. 

He turned back to the mannequinswho had instinctively clustered 
together near the long mirror, and again hisglance travelled over them, 
but more slowly thistime. 

"An unfortunate breach of rules occurred last night," he said, in that 
quiet, arresting voice of his "One of the mannequins borrowed a model 
from the new Collection—" 

"Impossible!" ejaculated Madame Moisant. 

"—and wore it at the Charity Ball," finished Monsieur Florian, unmoved 
by the interruption. 

"Asyou will realize," he went on, in the deathly hush which had suddenly 
fallen on the room, "there isonly one way of dealing with such an offence, 
and that is— dismissal." 



"Monsieur Florian," exclaimed Odette at thispoint, 'there were 
extenuating circumstances in thiscase which I think you should —" 

'Thank you, mademoiselle, I am aware of them. You have no need to 
assist me in this matter." 

Odette subsided. But, to her credit, she took Anthea'shand, asthough to 
say that she waswith her. While Madame Moisant, suddenly remembering 
the note which had been brought to her, turned to look at Anthea and 
hiss, "Number Forty-two!" like someone in a thriller. 

"I understand," Florian went on, still speaking quietly —almost 
conversationally, 'that the girl who wasfoolish enough to borrow the dress 
did so on the earnest advice of a fellow mannequin, who, obviously, could 
only have done thiswith the idea of getting her into trouble." 

For the third time, he looked over them reflectively. 

"When I spoke of dismissal for the offender, there wasonly one girl here 
who did not look dismayed. Heloise, why did you look pleased at the idea 
of a colleague being dismissed?" 

"I, monsieur ?" Blue-eyed astonishment wasturned upon him by HeloVse. 
'You are mistaken." 

"No, HeloTse." Monsieur Florian wassuperbly calm and unshaken. "I am 
never mistaken about my mannequins I know you all probably better 
than you know yourselves How else could I design the clothesthat express 
you exactly? You were quite satisfied—even happy—at my 
announcement." 

HeloTse dropped her eyes Florian wasthe only one who could make her 
do that. 

" Monsieur , you exaggerate," she murmured, with an air of being forced to 
the truth. "I was not really happy—elated—about it. But—I am frank—I 



do not like Gabrielle, and I wasnot actually sorry to hearthat she would 
go." 

"I did not speak of Gabrielle," he said coldly. "How did you know she was 
the one in question?" 

"But-but " Heloi'se 

stammered. "I thought—I supposed—" 

"Of course. You thought I must be speaking of Gabrielle because you had 
arranged for her to be trapped into borrowing the dress" 

" Monsieur —" Heloi'se began to cry. 'You are unjust. I never intended—" 

'That will do, Heloi'se. This is not a good moment for tears" Florian said 
drily. "In the circumstances Gabrielle will not, of course, be dismissed. 

And—count yourself lucky in this—you too will have only a reprimand and 
a warning. But it isa seriouswarning. I should not be prepared to overlook 
such a thing again. Remember that, and do not overestimate yourself not 
underestimate me. You are stupid, Heloi'se," he went on almost carelessly, 
"and without conscience, but because you have a great deal of sex appeal 
you find a place in my salon. Do not, however, make the mistake of 
thinking you are indispensable. To be indispensable one must either be 
clever and without conscience or perhapsa little stupid but with an exact 
conscience." 

Then he turned to Madame Moisant. 

"Madame, Number Forty-two will be replaced assoon aspossible. Until 
then we shall have to omit it from the Collection." 

"But—I don't understand!" Madame Moisant shot a disapproving glance 
at Anthea, who wasstanding, pale and wordlessthroughout all this* 
unable to take in the fact that Florian himself had cleared her. "Has 
Number Forty-two been /ost?" 



"No. It met with—an accident." Florian smiled faintly. "It was necessary to 
change it at a moment's notice. In itspresent form it isnot what I want for 
the Collection. An entirely new one will be made." 

"And—the other one? The one which was asyou say, changed at a 
moment's notice? Where is that?" 

"Where isit, Gabrielle?" Florian turned suddenly to Anthea. 

"I—I took it back to Mademoiselle Charlotte this morning." 

"I see." 

"Part of it can be used, surely?" Madame Moisant said. 

"I think not." Florian'sglance rested thoughtfully on Anthea. "It was 
altered specially to suit Gabrielle. I think perhaps* in the circumstances* we 
should let her have the dress." 

"A Florian model—asa gift!—after doing anything so silly and wrong?" 
Madame Moisant wasscandalized. While Anthea could only stare at 
Florian with suddenly enormousdark eyes 

"Monsieur" she said, almost in a whisper, at last, "I have done nothing 
whatever to deserve it. Very much the reverse, as Madame Moisant says 
To be—given—a Florian model!" 

"Somewhat altered," amended the great designer exactly. 'You have had 
a bad twenty-four hours petite. I do not see why you should not now have 
a little pleasure out of the incident. Particularly as—or perhaps in spite of 
the fact that—you refused to give Heloise away and put me to the trouble 
of finding out for myself who was responsible." He patted her cheek rather 
sharply, which brought a little colour into it to relieve the pallor. 

"Monsieur Florian, I don't know how to thank you!" 

"By wearing the green dress of course, and never again resorting to the 
not very new, but reasonably presentable white chiffon," he replied a little 
mockingly. 



Then, turning to Madame Moisant, he asked her about the big South 
American order, and almost immediately they went out together, talking 
of business affairs 

The moment they had gone, the other girls crowded round Anthea—with 
the single exception of Heloise, who retired to sulk in a corner, though not 
with any real sense of shame or depression. For, though Florian had called 
her both stupid and conscienceless he had also said she had considerable 
sex appeal, and no insult to her intelligence or disposition could take 
precedence with HeloVse over the fact that even Florian had had to admit 
the gift which had been bestowed upon her so lavishly. 

"Well! It isall very happily ended." Odette, who wasusually singularly 
unemotional, actually kissed Anthea. "I could not have believed it would 
be so." 

"Nor could I, Odette! I'm so-so relieved, I could cry," Anthea declared. "It's 
like waking up from a nightmare." 

'To wake up with a Florian model isnot bad," remarked one of the other 
girls mischievously. 

"She will not be satisfied with the model for long," put in Helo'i'se viciously. 
"Next it will be with Florian himself." 

Thisfine disregard for the law of slander drew criesof laughter and 
protest from the girls* but Anthea was not unaware of the fact that one or 
two of them glanced at her curiously. 

The rest of the day was extraordinarily uneventful— almost an anti¬ 
climax to the drama of the morning— but late in the afternoon Madame 
Moisant sent for Anthea. 

She glanced not unkindly at the rather exhausted-looking girl who came 
in. 



'You will do well to go to bed early tonight,"she remarked. "Late nights 
are evidently not for you." 

Anthea forbore to say that the shortness of the night had been the least 
of her stressesand stra ins during the last twenty-four hours 

'Yes madame," she said submissively. 

"Sit down, pet/te." 

Anthea sat down. 

"Now—it is not for me to censure where Monsieur Florian has been 
indulgent," Madame Moisant said impressively. "But I must warn you that 
never again must you suppose that I would send a message of importance. 
Invariably I give such a message in person." 

'Yes madame. I realize that I should have thought of that," Anthea 
admitted remorsefully. "I did come along to your room to thank you 
before I went, but you had already left." 

"No doubt."The other woman'stone wasdry. "Heloi'se would have made 
sure of that before she started thisescapade. You should have known 
better than to trust her after the jealousy she had shown in the beginning." 

"But she had been so friendly lately, madamel I just thought she had got 
over her jealousy and was rather sorry for what she had done." 

"Jealousy isone of the few emotionsone does not get over," stated 
Madame Moisant profoundly. "And the Heloises of this world are never 
sorry for what they have done. Only sometimes—a little—for what they 
have not done. I am afraid you are a little naive, mon enfant, and that is 
not good in this particular world." 

"I'll remember," Anthea said soberly. "I'll be careful about Heloi'se in 
future." 

"Oh—Heloi'se!" Madame Moisant laughed slightingly. 'There will be no 
more trouble with her. What I wished to say isthatyou should be careful 



with all the people around you. You must not think so easily that because 
a person iskind—or generous! 1 —Madame Moisant moved a few articles 
unnecessarily on her desk —'that person isa friend. I give you thiswarning 
because you are a good girl and I would not wish you to be made 
unhappy." 

'Thank you, madamel" Anthea wastouched and faintly puzzled, but she 
acknowledged the kind feeling behind all thiswith her a/veetest smile. 

"Son/" exclaimed Madame Moisant with an air of satisfaction. 'Then we 
understand each other, heinV 

"I am sure we do," Anthea agreed, still smiling. 

Madame Moisant smiled graciously, and indicated that Anthea was now 
free to go. 

It was nearly six o'clock, and she remembered with a delighted skip of her 
heart that Roger would be waiting for her—under the impression that she 
would come forth crushed and miserable. 

Well, it would be fun to tell him all about it. It wasfun to tell Roger 
anything. He found her so amusing and interesting that he alwaysput her 
in a good frame of mind with herself. Than which there is no pleasanter 
feeling. 

Anthea had alwayswished to have a brother. Now, with Roger in the 
background, it wasalmost asthough she had. Almost. 

He waswaiting for her in the car, asusual, when she came out, and 
greeted her with an air of careless good humour which did not altogether 
hide a certain amount of anxiety. 

"Well," he asked, almost before she had taken her seat beside him, "how 
did it go! You look very cheerful, so I take it you were not actually given 
the sack." 



"Given the sack? I wasgiven the frock," retorted Anthea, laughing 
immoderately in her delighted relief and amusement. "Oh, Roger, what a 
day! Do you want to hear all about it?" 

"Why do you suppose I'm here?" he enquired, with an amused glance at 
her. "Go ahead. I wasprepared to console you if necessary, but I'm just as 
pleased to sta nd on the sideline a nd cheer the victor." 

She laughed again, and for a moment put her hand over hison the 
wheel. 

"Roger, you're not like anyone else! Don't think I ever take you for 
granted, will you?" 

'You can take me asyou like, so long asyou take me," he retorted 
lightly. And at the moment it did not strike her that this was not a 
particularly brotherly way of putting things 

Instead, she began to give him an account of the morning'sdramatic 
happenings—right down to the point where Florian decreed that the dress 
wasto be hers By the time she had finished the story they had reached 
their favourite little restaurant on the other bank of the river. Then, as 
they leaned their armson the check-clothed table between them and 
drank red wine while they waited for their meal, Anthea added an 
amusing account of her interview with Madame Moisant. 

"So she thinksyou're a lamb among the wolves does she?" Roger gave 
her an amused, indulgent glance. 

"Apparently,"said Anthea, breaking off piecesof crusty bread and eating 
them with enjoyment. "I don't know quite why she thought it necessary to 
warn me so particularly, since she seemsto think there'll be no more 
trouble with Heloise. But it was nice of her to bother." 

"Very nice," agreed Roger reflectively. 

"She said, at the end, that no doubt we understood each other now." 



"And did you?" enquired Roger, again with that look of indulgent 
amusement. 

"I said I did," Anthea admitted with a smile, "but I don't know really what 
she wastalking about 1 —except in a general way. But then I suppose she 
meant it only generally, don't you?" 

"No. I suppose," Roger said slowly and in hismost matter-of-fact way, 
'that, very tactfully and obliquely, she waswarning you against Florian." 


CHAPTER VII 


"AGAINST Florian?" Anthea looked extremely startled. "But why should 
Madame Moisant want to warn me against Florian, for heaven's sake? He 
couldn't have been kinder or more understanding over this ghastly 
business." 

Roger wassilent. And, after a moment, Anthea asked hesitatingly, 

"Do you—do you think she had reason to issue some warning against 
him?" 

"I don't know, my dear." Roger shrugged, still with that good-humoured 
air of not taking any of this very seriously. "I don't know him. Dress 
designersare not exactly up my street. But he didn't strike me last night as 
the sort of chap who went about giving away models* out of the goodness 
of his heart." 

"Didn't he?" She smiled faintly. 'That's just how he does strike me." 



"Dear girl! It's u nuaua I in the dress trade. Or any other trade, come to 
that." 

"But then Florian isan unusual person. I don't mean that he'scrazily 
generous I think he isoften hard and a little cruel, and almost alwaysa 
very good businessman. But he hasa romantic streak. Almost all great 
artists have—and he isthat. I can imagine that he might, on a sudden 
generous impulse, quite enjoy giving away one of hismodels—out of the 
goodnessof hisheart and nothing else at all." 

"Well—it's a nice theory," Roger conceded, with a grin, astheir meal was 
set before them. 

"Roger, you're not being very seriousabout this are you?" 

"Is it a very serious matter?" 

"Well-yes I think it is" 

"But my dear, if you are forewarned—and you have been by both 
Madame Moisant and myself—I can't think that you're in very great 
danger." 

"Me?—in danger? I wasn't thinking of me," Anthea stated rather 
indignantly. "I wasthinking of Florian—and not wanting to do him an 
injustice.—Oh, no, it's not even that! I don't want to have to find him an 
amorousschemer, who only gave me that dress because he thought it was 
a good move. I want to think of him asthe great man with a romantic 
flash of generosity who—" 

'Yes I do see what Madame Moisant means" Roger said, handing her the 
salt. "Go on with your dinner, my little sheep among the wolves Your 
Florian isa great artist, asyou say. Fie is also a very good businessman, as 
you say. The two together can produce some very fine and very 
reprehensible things But most of all they will produce some unpredictable 
things That being so, it is best for you not to suppose that you can 



interpret hisactionsin romantic terms He may be one of the wolves—I 
don't know. But one thing iscertain," Roger finished with a grin. "Florian is 
not to be counted among the sheep." 

Anthea smiled reluctantly. 

"I suppose you're right. But thisisthe last moment I should be prepared to 
think badly of him." 

"Hence Madame Moisant'svery timely warning," declared Roger. But he 
did not pursue the matter beyond that point, and Anthea could not help 
thinking how pleasant it wasto have him keep everything on an amusing 
and good-humoured level. Michael would have made terribly heavy 
weather of this interview. 

And, thinking of Michael in thismood, she suddenly found she could 
speak of him quite naturally, where previously she could not have brought 
herself to ask even the simplest question about him. 

"Roger, did Michael and Eve stay on in Paris? I've never—asked you 
about them." 

"And I've never told you about them, because I didn't know if talking of 
them would hurt." 

"It'sall right—now." 

"Is it, my dear?" He glanced at her with that quizzical but curiously 
reassuring smile. "Well, they stayed about a week after you saw them at 
the opening of the Collection. Then they both went back to London. But"— 
he hesitated a moment—"I had a letter from my aunt this morning—Eve's 
mother, you know—and she said Eve wasreturning at the beginning of 
next week, for dressfittingsor something of the sort." 

"I see. Will she be—coming to Florian's?" 

"I couldn't tell you. She went around to most of the dress shows but what 
arrangements she made I just don't know, Anthea." 



"It doesn't matter," Anthea said quickly. But of course it did. 

"I'll have to act asescort to her during the time she ishere," Roger said 
rather stolidly. "I'm the only member of the family here, and my tieswith 
that branch of the family used to be strong when we were all much 
younger. My aunt would think it odd if—" 

"Roger dear, are you thinking it necessary to make excusesto me?" 
Anthea smiled at him. "It isn't in the least! Of course you must take your 
cousin around. Why ever not ?" 

"It seems disloyal," he said quite simply. And suddenly she could have 
hugged him for such uncomplicated thinking so unashamedly expressed. 

"It isn't disloyal," she said gently. "But thank you for thinking that way. 
Will she be here long?" 

"Some days* I suppose. Perhapsa week." 

'Then during that time please feel that she hasfirst call on your time, and 
if we don't manage to get together I shall quite understand." 

"We shall manage to get together," he assured her, and she felt a warm 
sensation of contentment steal over her. 

The next day she awaited her summonsto Florian with considerable 
interest. But when she wasfinally sent for, late in the afternoon, he had 
little to say to her, and that little wassaid in Mademoiselle Charlotte's 
presence, since that lady attended in person to see what wasto be done 
later in her workroom. 

Anthea had rather supposed that she would find an opportunity to tell 
him of his mistake about Roger and Michael. But any private conversation 
wasimpossible with Mademoiselle Charlotte's bright, beady eyesupon 
them and her thin earsalmost quivering with the desire to hear something 
scandalous* or at least enjoyably questionable. 



He might have been working on a stuffed dummy for all he noticed the 
girl who waseventually to own thiswonderful creation, and for 
Mademoiselle Charlotte it must have been a disappointing session. 

Curiously enough—so contrary is human nature—it wasfaintly 
disappointing to Anthea too, though why she could not have said. 

Roger wasout of Paris for the weekend and Anthea spent a delightful, 
lazy Saturday on her own. Sitting at the open window of her attic room, 
with the soft spring air of Parisstirring her hair and caressing her cheek, she 
wrote a long letter to her father, telling him in a lively, carefree way about 
her life at Florian's 

"It'sto be hoped Millicent won't think from thisthat I can get Florian to 
dress her free," Anthea thought with grim amusement. But Millicent—and 
even her father— seemed faintly unreal people at thismoment. Only Paris 
and Roger and the life at Florian's seemed intensely real. 

Possibly because writing to her father had put her in the mood for it, on 
Sunday she looked up some friendsfrom the old dayswho had a country 
villa just outside Paris 

They were delighted when she telephoned, and insisted on her coming 
out there to lunch. 

"It's such ages since we've heard anything of you, darling," declared 
Laura, the second girl in the family, who had answered the telephone. 
"What are you doing these days?" 

"I'm modelling at Florian's" 

'You're what?” 

"Modelling at Florian's" repeated Anthea, aware of an intense pride and 
delight in her job. 



"But, my dear, how thrilling! Do you mean you wear glamorousclothes 
all day long?—and see famouscustomers? And is he asfascinating as 
people always say he is?" 

Anthea laughed. 

"I do wear glamorousclothes* but not all day long, and all the customers 
aren't famous And I don't know how fascinating people say Florian is" she 
answered precisely. 

"Don't be so aggravating!" wasthe delighted reply. "Just come out right 
away, and be prepared to tell useverything. Florian! Imagine! He'sone of 
the three men I've always wanted to meet, the other two being Laurence 
Olivier and the Duke of Edinburgh. Now hurry." 

So, a mused and not unflattered by the sensation her announcement had 
caused, Anthea made her way out of Paristo the country, which wasjust 
beginning to break out into the first beauty of spring. 

She was received affectionately and with intense curiosity, not only by 
Laura Daviot and her family, but by the one or two guestswho had also 
dropped in. Everyone wanted to hear what it was like to work at Florian's 
what \n as really the new line for the season, and, above all, what she knew 
of the famous designer himself. 

"I've heard he isalwayscourteous even when he's being perfectly 
beastly," Laura said, rolling her fine eyesupwards "Isthat true, Anthea?" 

"He practically never raises his voice, if that's what you mean," Anthea 
replied carefully. 

"Even when he's being beastly?" Laura insisted. 

Anthea thought of him sitting at his desk telephoning, while she waited in 
anguish for him to deal with her. But then she also thought of him patting 
her cheek sharply and saying that the green lace dress should be hers 

"I don't think he'sever beastly," she said loyally, if not quite truthfully. 



'There you are, you see! She'sfascinated by him," declared Laura 
mischievously. 'They say people alwaysare. She can't see a fault in him." 

"I didn't say that," Anthea retorted. "But he'sa good and very just 
employer." 

"Oh, my dear, how dull! You only have to add that he is industrious a nd 
honest and you've destroyed the whole Florian illusion !" 

"He'snot dull," Anthea stated positively. 

"I should think not, indeed."That wasone of the visitors* a sophisticated- 
looking girl who had not joined in the general laughter over Laura's 
nonsense. "Is it true that he had a long affair with Peroni, the opera 
singer?" 

"I haven't the least idea," Anthea said, immediately acquiring an 
unreasonable distaste for thisquestioner. "I'm not in his private confidence." 

"But there must be heapsof gossip about the place," Laura protested. 
"Surely you'd hear something. Do you have to be so discreet?" 

"I heard nothing about Florian and any opera singer at anytime," 

Anthea insisted drily. 

"Well, it might have been before you went there," the other girl said 
carelessly. "He'ssupposed to have someone else now, isn't he? Some 
mystery girl or other. There wasa photograph of them going in 
somewhere together, with a very surreptitiousair, about a month ago. 
They said shewashisnew inspiration or something." 

Anthea felt herself flushing, but whether with anger or embarrassment 
she wasnot quite sure. 

'That was no mystery girl. That was myself," she said curtly. "And I never 
inspired him to anything yet." 

Everyone laughed, and Laura asked, with obviously uncontrollable 
curiosity, 



"But where were you going, together?" 

"Into the salon, of course. Don't be silly," retorted Anthea. "I suppose the 
other storiesabout him have just about as much foundation in fact." 

"Oh, I shouldn't think so,"the sophisticated-looking girl insisted, and 
Anthea actually found herself wishing she had not come. 

Florian's private life had nothing whatever to do with her, of course. She 
wasnot even called upon to defend him, just because he washer 
employer. But—although it had been fun at first telling them about her 
life and making them all amused and curious—now, she found, she 
wanted to change the subject. 

With some difficulty, she contrived to do this And—though she hardly 
admitted to herself that the move was dictated by any feeling of unease- 
early in the afternoon she insisted that she had to go back to Paris 

"Not anything to do with your work on Sunday, surely?" Laura said. 

"In this case, no," Anthea agreed. 'Though some of the girlsdo 
photographic modelling then. At the height of the Season there'slittle 
other time." 

"It all soundsrather like penal servitude in mink, to me," Laura declared. 
"But I suppose the life hasgreat compensations" 

Anthea supposed so too. But she wasnot sure that she and Laura were 
thinking of the same compensations 

Back in Paris she felt her spirits revive and her heart begin to rejoice. 

Even with most of the shopsshut, and the weekday bustle and vivacity 
muted, how beautiful the place was! And, in some small way, Anthea 
thought, she belonged to it all. 

Thiswasher bit of Paris Here she belonged. 

The newsthat Eve Armoor would be returning to Paris had given Anthea 
an unpleasant jolt when Roger first told her, but she had thrust it resolutely 



to the back of her mind. She wastherefore singularly unprepared when, 
two dayslater, Madame Moisant sent for her to display the wedding dress 
to a customer and, on coming into the mirrored fitting-room., she found 
that the customer was Eve. 

"Hello, Anthea." Eve smiled at her brittlely. "MisMarlowe and I have 
known each other a long time," she explained aside to Madame Moisant. 

"MisMarlowe?" Madame Moisant looked asthough she considered any 
MisMarlowe an entirely hypothetical person. "Ah, you mean 
Mademoiselle Gabrielle. Isthat so?" 

"Oh—you're Mademoiselle Gabrielle here, are you? How quaint," Eve 
said, with a laugh. Then, practically ignoring Anthea, she turned once 
more to the Directrice. 

"I loved thisdreswhen I saw it at the Opening," she explained. "But my 
fiance wasnot so keen asl. How ever, I feel that Monsieur Florian is 
definitely the man I want to design my wedding dres I thought if he—" 

"Shall I see if Monsieur Florian isavailable, madame?" Madame Moisant 
said, and sent a junior vencfeuse running to find the great man himself. 

Anthea stood there rather still, trying to look exactly asshe would look if 
any other customer were discusing wedding dresses If she could manage 
not to show any of the reactions which Eve wanted her to show, then the 
victory washers But it wasso hard that she knew every muscle and nerve 
wastensed. 

Then Florian came in, and in some unaccountable way Anthea felt the 
tension relax slightly. 

He wascharming to Eve, but shook hishead immediately when she 
began to explain how much she had liked the wedding dreswhen she saw 
it on the opening day. 

"It is not for you, madame," he said. "It does not expresyou in the least." 



"No—that'swhat my fiance said," declared Eve with a laugh, while 
Anthea felt morally certain that Michael had never used such a term in his 
life. "He thought it looked wonderful on Anthea—on Gabrielle—We both 
know her, you know," she explained in smiling, condescending parenthesis* 
"but for me he thought more—more—" She waited for Florian to fill in the 
gap. 

Instead, he looked reflectively at her. 

"More what, madame ?" he said at last. 

"Oh—I don't know—" Eve laughed, faintly put out, though it obviously 
puzzled her to find that she was 'What would you suggest?" 

He sat down, without answering her, and began to sketch rapidly. 
Madame Moisant took up her polite conversation again, though in slightly 
more subdued tones and Anthea went on standing there. Until actually 
dismissed, she could not go. 

"0 nly u ntil the end of the week thistime," she heard Eve say, in a nswer to 
Madame Moisant'senquiry about her length of stay. 'There'sa gala 
performance at the Opera on Friday and I want to go." For a moment her 
glance went, faintly maliciously, to Anthea. "Roger istaking me—Gabrielle. 
I wonder if you would like to come too ?" she said. 

Astonishment at such calculated spite—without, after all,, much reason- 
robbed Anthea for a moment of the power to reply. Then, without even 
looking up from his sketching block, Florian said, in that quiet, almost 
conversational tone of his 

"Unfortunately, Mademoiselle Gabrielle isalready committed to going 
with me." 

Eve gasped slightly. So did Madame Moisant, but she managed to turn it 
into a suppressed sneeze. 

'To—to the Gala at the Opera ?" Eve said. 



'To the Gala at the Opera, madame. Now—if you will look at this I 
would suggest—Oh, you need not wait, Gabrielle," he said, with a slight 
smile at Anthea. 

And Anthea slipped away, not quite sure what had happened, or why 
thisextraordinary proposition had been made. That Florian'sfew quiet 
wordshad rescued her successfully from Eve'smalice was obvious But 
that he should have known what wasgoing on—and, still more, that he 
should have acted on that knowledge, bewildered her. 

She saw no more of Eve, she took part as usual in the afternoon dress 
show—and she waited to see if either Florian or Madame Moisant would 
send for her to give her any further information, about thissudden—or 
perhaps purely illusory—visit to the Opera. It wasFlorian who sent for her, 
towardsthe end of the afternoon. 

Thistime he wasnot sitting in state behind hisdesk. Fie waswalking 
about the room, in that slightly restlessway which was characteristic of 
him and, asshe came in, he paused to light a cigarette. 

"Come in, Gabrielle," he said, seeing her hesitate in the doorway. "We 
must discussthe question of the Opera Gala." 

She came in. 

"Monsieur Florian, I did not know—" 

"No, of course you didn't," he interrupted impatiently. 

"I didn't know myself until thisafternoon. But it is not unusual for me to 
use an occasion like thisto display some very particular model. Odette is 
usually chosen, because everyone knowsshe ismy chief mannequin. But 
thistime I wish to use you. And, asyou are not yet known aspart of my 
salon—at least, not generally so—it is necessary that I should accompany 
you. Otherwise—" 



" Monsieur , why are you doing this for me?" Gabrielle asked quietly. 'You 
knew, of course, that MissArmoor wasthe girl who took away the man I 
wasto marry. You realized—though I cannot imagine how—that she was 
there thisafternoon to humiliate me, quite as much asto choose her 
wedding dress Good—it is very kind of you to feel sympathy for me. But 
why go out of your way to help me?" 

"Mademoiselle, you flatter yourself." Monsieur Florian smiled slightly. "I 
intend to show a particular model on that night, and I wish you to wear 
it.". 

"But what model, monsieur ? Even you cannot create and have made a 
completely new dressby Friday. Thisisalready Tuesday evening." 

"I don't propose to create a new dress You will wear the one I am giving 
you." 

"Oh, Monsieur Florian! It isthe most wonderful dressin the world to me, 
but you can't make me believe that you would arrange a special gala visit 
to the Opera to display a—a modified version of Number Forty-two in the 
present Collection," Anthea exclaimed. "Even I am not so new and simple 
asto think that." 

He actually laughed slightly—a rare thing with him. 

'You are indeed new and simple, mon enfant. Over the dress you will 
wear an evening cloak which will make Paris gasp. That iswhatyou will 
be displaying at the Opera. It did not need to be made on you. It isalmost 
ready. You will try it on tomorrow and then it will be completed. I take it 
you are free—or can make yourself free—to come with me to the Opera 
on Friday." 

"Of—of course," stammered Anthea. 



For a moment she accepted hisexp la nation so completely at its face 
value that she thought she really had been mistaken in supposing that the 
visit had been arranged for her benefit. 

But then she remembered the quiet, unexpected wordswhich had so 
completely disconcerted Eve. 

"Monsieur Florian, you explain very plausibly." She smiled fleetingly at 
him. "But I find the whole thing too a propos to believe that it was not 
partly designed to save me from further humiliation at Eve Armoor's 
hands" 

Fie smiled and shrugged, asthough to say that he would not argue 
further if she insisted on her own story. 

'Tell me," she said curiously, "how did you—how did you guesswhat she 
wasgetting at?" 

For a moment she thought he was still going to disclaim all knowledge of 
what she meant. Then he smiled slightly and said, 

"I remembered that the big Englishman, who so charmingly called me a 
beast, wasalso addressed by you as'Roger 1 . When she suggested that you 
should make a party a trois, it wasnot difficult to see that one should— 
prevent that. But prevent it with the explanation that you already had a 
more distinguished escort," said Florian without any false modesty. 

"Oh—oh, I see!" She laughed a little doubtfully. "I'm afraid I have never 
been able to explain to you that —that Roger is not really the man who 
turned me down. Fie—" 

Up went Florian'svery clear-cut eyebrows 

'You mean this isa second admirer whom she also wishes to acquire from 
you? But, mademoisslle, this istoo much! Why did you have to let her 
know that thisone also admired you?" 



"He happensto be her cousin, Monsieur Florian—and she knew him many 
years before I did,"Anthea confessed with a smile. "I don't know that he 
does'admire' me particularly, come to that. We're just very good friends" 

Monsieur Florian muttered something about the British being 
incomprehensible. 

"I'm so sorry!" Anthea looked at him and laughed with real merriment. "It 
was still a most welcome rescue, I assure you. If my heart was not greatly 
concerned, my pride undoubtedly was I hated her at that moment, and 
had no defence at all. When I heard you say I wasto come to the Opera 
with you I—I could have—" She remembered suddenly that she was 
speaking to a distinguished Frenchman, not an easygoing and 
understanding Englishman, like Roger, for instance. So she coughed slightly 
and left her sentence unfinished. 

Florian, however, missed little. 

"What could you have done, mademoiselle ?" he enquired with real 
interest. And his second use of" mademoiselle " instead of "Gabrielle" 
showed her that he wasregarding her at thismoment asa woman instead 
of a mannequin. 

"Oh—I—don't know," she said quickly, and blushed. "Anyway, I can't 
thank you enough. But—you don't really have to make good the 
invitation, if you would prefer—I mean, you have no real reason for taking 
me, now that I've explained about Roger and—and Michael." 

At the introduction of Michael's name he looked a little asthough he 
thought the explanations had been rather incomplete even now. But he 
said, with that faint, charming smile which wasusually kept for most 
favoured clients* 

"I wasgoing to the Opera on Friday night, in any case, and no man asks 
for a reason for taking a beautiful girl with him on such an occasion. It so 



happens* mon enfant, that it—suits me very well to have you there then. In 
the cloak I have designed." 

"Well then, there is nothing more for me to say except —Thank you very 
much, 1 "Anthea told him. And she thought that his little nod of dismissal 
had indulgence aswell asamusement in it. 

That evening, instead of going straight home, she walked down the 
Champs-Elysees* looking for one of those huge circular street standson 
which all the many amusementsand attractionsof Parisare displayed. If 
she wasgoing to the Opera with Florian on Friday, it might be aswell to 
know what she wasto hear. 

She found what she wanted at last—not in the detailed, smaller printed 
announcement that covered the opera datesfor the week, but splashed in 
large capita Is a cross a big yellow poster on itsown— 

Vend red i—2 avrill: TO SC A. 

Then, in only slightly smaller print underneath— 

Floria Tosca—Giulietta Peroni. 


CHAPTER VIII 


ANTHEA read the announcement of the gala performance at the Opera 
twice. Then she turned away and walked on rather soberly down the 
Avenue in the fading spring twilight. 



Peroni. She remembered the name perfectly well. That not very likeable 
girl at the Daviots! had spoken of her and had declared there was 
supposed to be—or to have been—an affair between her and Florian. 

There was no need to take that very seriously, of course. More than likely 
it wassome absurd rumour. For, thought Anthea shrewdly, the girl wasthe 
kind to spread innuendoesand half-truths But if she had been right 

Anthea found that she disliked the whole idea quite passionately. Once 
more she assured herself that Florian's private life wasno concern of hers If 
he cared to goto the Opera to hear an old flame—or even a present 
flame—of his who wasshe to have viewsone way or the other about it? 
Even if he took her too. 

For her part, she would be attending simply asone of Florian's 
mannequins displaying a creation of his Incidentally, thanksto some sort 
of kind impulse on hispart, she would also have the very welcome 
opportunity of cutting a good figure before Eve, who had wished to 
humiliate her. 

There wasreally nothing to worry about. If only he had not said—"It so 
happens mon enfant, that it suits me very well to have you there." 

Why did it suit him very well to have her there? 

At the time she had given him the credit for wishing to put her at her 
ease, by implying that it wasshe who wasdoing him a service, rather than 
the other way round» But now she was not so sure. 

She knew it wasfoolish of her to seek so earnestly for motivesand to split 
hairs over something which she was never, in any case, likely to know 
much about. But—it wasjust asshe had said to Roger when Florian gave 
her the green dress—she wanted to see him asthe great man who made a 
generous gesture. Not assomeone who used her just a little for his own 
ends 



Curious how often he made these seemingly generous gestures And 
afterwardsone wondered if there had not perhaps been some ulterior 
motive behind them. 

She wasa trifle shocked to discover this and thought remorsefully that 
perhapsthe fault wasin herself rather then Florian. She even wondered if 
her experience with Michael had made her sceptical and unable to believe 
in generosity for its own sake. And, in case thiswere the fact—and she was 
doing lessthan justice to the man to whom she owed so much—she 
determinedly dismissed the whole thing from her mind. 

But it returned, of course. Particularly when, the next day, she caught a 
glimpse of Florian, and he gave her that brief, faintly enigmatic smile and 
said, ashe passed, 

'The dress is completed, I hear. We will try it—with the cloak—this 
afternoon after the show." 

"Very well. Thank you, monsieur'' she said composedly, and went on into 
the dressing-room where, most unusually, she found Odette sitting alone— 
her feet up on a chair, in the automatic attitude which all mannequins 
assume in momentsof rest. 

"Odette"—Anthea spoke on sudden impulse—"I'm: to go to the gala 
performance at the Opera with Monsieur Florian on Friday, and wear 
some wonderful cloak he has just designed." 

"So?" Odette glanced at her quite benevolently. "I heard it wasprobably 
to be you. Mostly he uses me for these occasions* but it seemsthe cloak is 
too—soft and young and 'endearing'was I think the word Monsieur Florian 
used. For me the designsmust be dramatic." 

"Oh," Anthea said rather thoughtfully. "What sort of cloak isit, do you 
know?" 

"White mink," Odette told her carelessly. 



"White mink!—I should have thought that wasdramatic enough," Anthea 
exclaimed, at which Odette laughed. 

"It dependson itsuse," she said. 

"I—suppose so." 

There wasa slight silence, while Odette went on reading a fashion paper 
and Anthea considered the use of the word "endearing". 

Then Anthea spoke again, rather determinedly. 

"Odette—do you often go out with Monsieur Florian to display designs in 
this rather—rather more subtle way?" 

"No. More often I go alone or with an escort of my own choosing. But 
then everyone knowsl am hismannequin, and so they know also that any 
model I am wearing must be one of his With you it isdifferent. Until he 
hasmadeyou famous—and Ithink perhapshe wishesto do just that—it is 
necessary that he accompanies you." 

'Yes—I see. He said something of the sort himself." 

'You need not look so solemn, cherie. You will enjoy yourself. Monsieur 
Florian isa charming escort. And it is always pleasant to be looked at very 
much in our profession," Odette said. 

"Of course," Anthea agreed hastily. "But—Odette, have you ever been to 
the Opera with him?" 

Odette slightly wrinkled her beautiful forehead and obviously made an 
obliging effort to remember. 

"Once—yes About three yearsago, when I also wasnot so well known. I 
recall it wasthe premiere of some modern opera. Inexpressibly boring," 
Odette said reflectively. "But I contrived to look interested throughout the 
evening, since we were sitting in a loge and very much on view," she 
added, with a touch of professional pride. "Afterwards I found this was 



quite unnecessary since all the critics had been bored too and said so the 
next day." 

Anthea laughed. 

"Who sang, Odette?" she enquired carelessly. 

"How do you mean—who sang?" 

"Who was in the cast?" 

" Petite! How should I know at thisdate?" cried Odette, to whom the 
opera had evidently been of lessthan no importance. "I remember nothing 
at all except the dress I wore and the terrible length of the time between 
the intervals* when of course I strolled about with Monsieur Florian and 
was* most discreetly, on show." 

"I see." Anthea bit her lip, and then, seeing that the indirect method was 
getting her nowhere, she asked outright. "Did you ever hear Peroni? She is 
going to sing on Friday night. In Tosca." 

" Tosca?" Odette smiled approvingly. "Ah, there isan opera in which 
something happens! All die—and violently. You will enjoy yourself." 

"I'm sure I shall." Anthea agreed hastily, wishing that Odette had not 
taken up the wrong part of her remarks "But did you ever hear Peroni ?" 

Odette, who had rare but keen flashesof humour, looked amused then. 

"Never. Nor do I know if she is really Florian's 'am/e 1 , 1 "she said. 'Which is 
of course, what all thisconversation hasbeen leading to." 

Anthea flushed and gave a rather vexed little laugh, 

"It's not just curiosity—" 

"No?" said Odette, to whom curiosity wasa perfectly natural and 
commendable trait which required no excusing. "What then?" 

"Oh—never mind. But, tell me, Odette. You know him so well that—" 

"Florian? No one knowshim well,"Odette interrupted. "He isthe 
complete enigma. It is part of his stock- in-trade." 



"Is it?" Anthea wasstartled. "Well, then—in your experience, letussay, is 
he what you would call a generous person ?" 

"Financially—no. But it is difficult to be a successful businessman and 
financially generous" Odette admitted tolerantly. "If, however, you 
mean—ishe capable of sudden flashesof imaginative generosity? I think- 
yes Just ashe iscapable of sudden cruelty," she added thoughtfully. 

"Like the time he gave me the green dress?" Anthea said, ignoring the 
remark about cruelty. 

"It could be." Odette measured her with a considering glance. "I could not 
say. It wasalso, of course, a little bit of posing." 

"Posing, Odette!" 

"Of course. Either to you or himself," Odette replied indulgently. "Like 
most great artists he issomething of a poseur. And why not ?The great 
should be allowed their foibles Only the foiblesof the mediocre are 
insufferable." 

"Bravo, Odette!" said Monsieur Florian, coming in at that moment. "Of 
whose foiblesare we speaking?" 

Anthea wasstruck dumb with confusion, but not so Odette. She had 
been longest with Florian and wasleast afraid of him. Besides asshe never 
presumed on her position in minor matters, she even occasionally allowed 
herself the indulgence of speaking frankly to him. 

'Yours monsieur'' she said, with her slow smile. "I was telling Gabrielle 
that you are something of a poseur." 

"A poseur !—Am I, Odette?" 

To Anthea 'samazement, he sat down on the side of the long dressing- 
table with—for the first time in her experience of him—an air of relaxing 
for a few minutes And he smiled consideringly at hischief mannequin. 

"At times monsieur. But aren't we all in this profession?" 



"I suppose we are, Odette. Except Gabrielle." He suddenly included 
Anthea in the conversation with that curiously boyish smile. 

"I, monsieur?' Anthea opened her eyes rather wide. "Why should I bean 
exception?" 

"Because you don't really belong to this world, of course. That is why you 
wear all the subtly unsophisticated modelswell. And the wedding dress. 
Gradually you will change"—he gave her a half amused, half discontented 
look—"and then I shall no longer design wedding dressesfor you in the soft, 
cloudy materials It will have to be satinsand taffetasand tissues Possibly 
even velvet—" Both histone and hisglance were changing, asthough, in 
hismind'seye, he already saw a slightly older, more, sophisticated Anthea 
before him. 

"And suppose I do not change, monsieur ?" Anthea spoke softly, but, in 
some odd way, challengingly. 

'You are bound to, petite. That iswhat life doesto us" Florian told her 
drily. 

"Some sort of change—yes But not necessarily such a change asyou 
suggest. One can also, I suppose, become warmer and richer in personality, 
instead of colder and—more arid." 

"But one cannot remain unknowing." He still spoke half smilingly, but 
with an undercurrent of something like bitterness "It is because you are 
so-so unknowing that you can look at the world so wide-eyed—and be 
taken in by the Heloisesand the—what was it ?—the Michaels And wear 
my wedding dressthe way you do," he finished with a short laugh. 

'You make me sound very simple," Anthea protested, not too pleased. 

"Eh, mon dieu, why not?" exclaimed Florian impatiently. "What do you 
suppose isthe rarest thing in the whole of this shattered, cynical, 
unbelieving world of today? Simplicity, of course. Simplicity in its basic, 



classic, lost sense. You have it, mon enfant. That isthe whole basis of your 
appeal. Though it might be better for yourself if you were capable of a 
few suspicions*" he added, with a sort of half-cynical regret. 

Anthea wassilent for a moment. Then some mischievous* daring impuse 
which she could not possibly explain to herself prompted her to say, 

"So you think I am incapable of suspicion, Monsieur?" 

"Almost entirely." Florian'scool, quick glance had already gone to the 
wrist-watch that ruled his life at the salon, and he moved to stand up 
again. 

'You make me ashamed, monsieur'' Anthea said softly. "For I actually 
entertained some suspicionstowardsyou." 

'Towardsme?" Half startled, half amused, he looked at her again, his 
attention wholly recaptured. "In what way, petite ?" 

"It wasvery ungenerousof me." She bent her head, so that her fair hair 
fell forward, shadowing her face a little. "When you gave me the green 
dress* I wasat first so happy. I thought only a great man would be so 
generous in those circumstances And then—I am sorry now—I wondered if 
even a great man might have some ulterior motive." 

There wasthe oddest silence. Then Florian said abruptly, 

"Look up. And stop play-acting." 

She looked up immediately, a good deal startled by the fact that he saw 
through her so easily. 

'You did not think of that on your own," he told her. "Only—someone put 
the idea into your head, and you thought thiswould be an amusing way 
of finding out the truth." 

"Oh, Monsieur Florian—"She wasa good deal ashamed of herself by now. 

"I gave you the dress mon enfant, because I wished to give you pleasure," 
he stated slowly and categorically. 



'There was no ulterior motive 

"Oh, Monsieur Florian!" she said again remorsefully. 

"—though I suppose there might well have been," he added with 
characteristic realism 

"Sansdoute," put in Odette with equal realism. 

But Anthea was not for realism at the moment. She wasoverwhelmed to 
think that she had met generosity with suspicion. Still more that she should 
have made her suspicionsa basisfor some rather unworthy play-acting, as 
he had called it. 

'Thistime I am truly ashamed," she said and, coming over, she took both 
Monsieur Florian'shandsin hers* which seemed to surprise him not a little. 
"Please forgive me. You're quite right. It wasn't my impulse to distrust your 
wonderful gift. But afterwards I was not proof against the suggestion. I feel 
very mean about it —and would like to thank you all over again for 
your—your goodnessto me over the whole incident." 

'You have a very charming way of making amends petite, for suspicions 
which you had every right to entertain," Florian said. Then he glanced 
down at the handswhich still held hisand, raising them, kissed them very 
lightly, one after the other, before firmly withdrawing hisown fingers 

"Odette"—he turned to the other girl—"I need you in my work-room in 
ten minutes" 

'Yes monsieur ''Odette said, and looked thoughtfully after him ashe 
went out of the room. Then, asthe door closed behind him, she remarked 
to Anthea, "Four yearsand two months I have worked for Florian, and I 
have never seen him do that before." 

"Do what?" 

"Kissthe hand of a mannequin." 

"O-oh. Well, it wasa rather special occasion." 



"Wasit?" Odette said, and swung her feet to the floor. "And yet you never 
voiced your real suspicionsto him. So that you are completely in the dark 
still about them." 

"What do you mean?" Anthea came and sat beside Odette, who was 
beginning to apply her very light make-up. 

'You never really thought Florian used the dressasa first bait to lure you 
into a naughty situation," Odette said, smiling at Anthea in the glasswith 
an air of friendly scorn. 'That wassomeone else'sidea, ashe said, and you 
just toyed with it a little. What you really want to know is—Does he take 
you to the Opera on Friday night for your pleasure, or for purposesof 
publicity, or merely to make Peroni think that he hasa younger and 
prettier and more piquante girl to play off against her?" 

Anthea wassilent for a moment. Then she said, 

"I couldn't ask him any more." 

"No, of course not. Do you think he didn't know that too?" 

"Oh! Do you mean he deliberately lulled any suspicions! might have in 
the future by making me ashamed of those I hadn't really had anyway?" 

"I don't know." Odette laughed exasperatedly. "I tell you—no one every 
really knowswhat Florian isthinking. You can suspect him of the darkest 
designs* if you want to. Or you can set him up in your mind asthe most 
romantic and generousof creatures The one theory isas likely to be right 
asthe other. I must go now." 

And, with a final touch of colour on her lips* she got up from the long 
dressing-bench and went off, leaving Anthea once more in a mood of 
sober reflection. 

Before she could get very far, however, someone looked in to say that she 
waswanted on the telephone. And, with the delighted certainty that it 
must be Roger calling her, she jumped up and hurried to the telephone. 



It seemed a long time—really, much too long—since she had heard his 
pleasant, matter-of-fact tones* and she felt her spirits rocket as he said, 

"Hello there! Have you got any time to spare on a minor diplomat this 
evening?" 

"Oh, Roger, I'd love to." 

"I've parked—my family responsibilities with someone else thisevening, 
and though I'm working late and can't actually fetch you from Florian's I 
thought we might have a bite together and perhapsdo a late film, if you 
would like that." 

"Of course I should. Shall we meet at our usual place?" 

"If that's all right for you. Eight o'clock." 

"Eight o'clock." 

"Here, what'sthisabout your going to the Opera with Florian?" Roger 
enquired, just asshe wasabout to ring off. 

"Nothing—really. I'm just going to show off a model of his Besides—Oh, 
well, I'll tell you all about it when we meet." 

He laughed and agreed to this Then he did ring off, and Anthea went off 
to the routine businessof the day. 

In the late afternoon she wassummoned to Monsieur Florian'swork- 
room. And here, under the eagle eye on Mademoiselle Charlotte, the 
green laced res had its final fitting. 

Then the cloak wasbrought. And Anthea, who had awaited this moment 
with the liveliest curiosity, found she could not even cry out at the sight of 
it. Her ridiculous inexplicable reaction wasthat she felt a lump in her 
throat. 

Here Florian had used the most luxurious, the most queenly, the most 
opulent of fursfor a design of such exquisite and deceptive simplicity that 



one could think only of the purity of untouched snow or the innocence of 
childhood. 

"Monsieur, every woman in the Opera will long for it," Anthea said, 
almost in a whisper. 

"Few, however, will be able to afford it," commented Mademoiselle 
Charlotte with a grim chuckle. 

"Few, also, would be able to wear it," Florian said, asthe cloak wasput 
round Anthea'sshoulders* and she slightly inclined her cheek to the 
exquisite caressof the collar. 

"Nonsense. It will go to some knowledgeable harpy with a rich boy¬ 
friend," Mademoiselle Charlotte declared, with no belief in the Tightness of 
things 

'Then it will look quite a different thing, of course," Monsieur Florian said 
calmly. 

"Oh, but what a shame!" Anthea exclaimed. "It'slike—like cruelty to 
children. Couldn't you refuse to sell, if it wasfor someone perfectly horrid?" 

"I could, mademoiselle. But I should not be the successful man I am if I did 
businesson those lines" Florian assured her with a smile. While 
Mademoiselle Charlotte cackled derisively at the idea. 

'There is no sentiment in business" she told Anthea, and gave her a slight 
push, asthough she were a child who had said embarrassingly silly thingsin 
company. 

"But on Friday night it will look asit should," Florian said, surveying 
Anthea from all angles 'That should do." 

She wasnot quite sure if he meant that the model was satisfactory or 
that even a white mink cloak must be satisfied with one crowded hour of 
gloriouslife. But she smiled at him over her shoulder and knew suddenly 
that she wasgoing to enjoy Friday night. 



That evening, when she met Roger, there seemed to be such a lot to tell 
him. And yet it was not quite a week since she had seen him. 

Already, of course, he knew something of Eve's visit to the salon—though 
only her side of it. And Anthea filled in the details* and explained about 
Florian'ssudden intervention with the statement that she was 
accompanying him to the Opera. 

"And wasthat the first you'd heard of it?" 

"Of course." 

"His rather eccentric way of letting you know the great man had 
decided?" suggested Roger, frowning asthough he were not altogether 
pleased over the idea. 

"Oh, no! He thought Eve was'needling 1 me—which, of course, she was¬ 
hy telling me she wasgoing with you, and suggesting I should trail along as 
an unwanted third. But Florian thought it waseven worse, because he 
had an idea that you were Michael," Anthea explained not very lucidly. 

"What?" For the first time in her knowledge of him, Anthea saw Roger 
really annoyed. 

"Oh, Roger—it's all rather confusing—" 

"It must be." 

"I hope you're not really mad about it, but, you see, right away in the 
beginning—on the day of the Opening—I told Florian that the man who'd 
turned me down wasthere in the salon—" 

"Good lord! Wasthat necessary?" 

"Oh, it just came out. The way these thingsdo some timeswhen you're 
excited or under a great strain. Then something I said later made him 
think Michael—the man concerned—had some doubtsabout hissecond 
choice and—" 



"I say—you confide rather a lot in your employer, don't you?" Roger put 
in. 

"It's rather difficult to explain. Anyway, he was left with the idea that— 
that I still saw my ex-fiance, to use a perfectly horrible expression, only I 
don't know how else to make it clear. Then when he saw me with you at 
the ball he thought you were he." 

"But didn't thiswonderfully observant chap who never missesa detail of 
anyone's dress by all accounts even notice that you called me 'Roger' ?" 
Roger enquired rather crossly. 

"Oh, yes of course. But he didn't know Michael's name, so he still went on 
thinking you were the man in the case. I'm terribly sorry, Roger." 

"Well, considering all the confidential information you seemed to get 
acrossto him, I should have thought you could let him know I'm not the 
confounded idiot who turned you down for Eve Armoor." 

"He doesknow now," Anthea explained rather meekly. "But he didn't at 
the time when Eve made her spiteful suggestion. He thought she was 
making hay of my feelingsaswell asmy pride. That waswhy he coolly 
turned down the invitation for me, with the information that I was 
already going to the performance that night with the greatest designer in 
Paris" 

'Yes—I see. Did you tell him afterwardsthat he'd got your men friendsa 
bit mixed?" 

"Of course. It wasthe first opportunity I had." 

"And what did he say?" Roger enquired curiously. 

Anthea told him that Florian had muttered that the English were 
incomprehensible. 

Roger laughed at this and she found she wasextraordinarily happy to 
have hisusual good humour restored. 



They had a quick, pleasant meal together after that, and then went to a 
small, nearby cinema which made a feature of showing English films 
There, rather crowded together in the back row, they shared that curious 
nostalgic pleasure which comesto all those in even the most temporary 
exile who suddenly see once more a slice of that life which reaches down to 
their very roots 

It was really not a specially good film, but it portrayed typesand used 
expressionswhich could belong only to the British. For the first time for 
many weeks Anthea felt homesick, and leaning a little against Roger's 
arm, she wasglad that at least she had him here in this lovely, fascinating, 
but alien city. 

They walked home together through the soft night air, past the Eiffel 
Tower, which seemed to reach away almost to the stars and along the 
side of the Champ de Mars to the street where Anthea lived. 

The harmony between them wasso complete that after a while he took 
her hand and swung it lightly asthey walked along. She liked the feel of 
his strong fingerson hersand, smiling a little mischievously—but speaking 
on a note of satisfaction—she said, 'You're not cross with me any more, are 
you?" 

"Cross with you, Anthea? I was never crosswith you." He sounded 
genuinely astonished. 

"Oh, yes you were. I noticed it because I've never seen you really 
annoyed before. You were as mad asanything, because I'd let Florian 
think you were M ichael," she reminded him. 

"Oh—well—" He evidently recalled the mood, but laughed. "Anyone 
would be," he declared. 

She glanced sidewaysat him and smiled. 

"Why, Roger?" 



"I told you. Who do you suppose wantsto be confused with a man who 
could prefer Eve to you?" he retorted lightly. "It'san insult to one's 
intelligence." 

"I see. Thank you." 

"Come to that," Roger went on, warming to his subject, "who wantsto be 
taken for a cold-hearted, self-centred sort of cuss like Michael ? Why—Oh, I 
say, I'm frightfully sorry. I forgot for a moment." 

"It'saII right." 

"But I do apologize." Roger looked extremely contrite. "It wasa bit 
tastelessof me to brag about my view of him when yourscan hardly be 
the same." 

"It's quite all right," she said again, and blinked her lashes suddenly, like 
someone who had seen a very bright light. 

They strolled on the last few yardstogether, then he bade her good night, 
but waited, asusual, until she had opened the big door and stepped into 
the dimly lighted hall. Then, with a final smile at him, she closed the door 
and crossed to the lift. 

It groaned slowly and reluctantly upwards* aswasitsill-tempered wont, 
but Anthea wastoo used to it to notice. Besides* she wassunk in thought. 
Even when she climbed the final flight of stairsand admitted herself to her 
room, she still seemed obliviousof her surroundings 

"I suppose this is how it comesto one—suddenly," she said aloud. And,, 
without putting on the light, she crossed to the open window and looked 
up into the star-spangled canopy of the night sky which hung over Paris 
"Cold-hearted and self-centred." Those were the words Roger had used. 
And, ashe said them, she knew they described exactly the way she saw 
Michael now. 



The change had come gradually, of course. She had not even noticed 
that it no longer hurt to think of him. And then that itwasno longer a 
habit to think of him. Only when Roger applied these curt, condemning 
phrases she saw that they fitted. 

No wonder he had chosen Eve. She was right for him. 

And in thisfinal discovery, Anthea realized that the chainsof her 
devotion to Michael had been struck from her. 


CHAPTER IX 


ANTHEA opened hereyesand looked at the sunshine pouring in through 
the window. Then suddenly she remembered it wasFriday, and, with a 
little cry of delight, jumped out of bed. 

Today—or rather, tonight—she wasto wear the white mink cloak, and go 
with Florian to the Opera. Even Parisglowed with fresh colour, scintillated 
with fresh sparkle, because of it. How infinitely fortunate she was! She, the 
girl who had walked the Avenue desChamps-Elyseeswondering what on 
earth she wasgoing to do with her life. 

And now, in addition, she waseven no longer brokenhearted. She was 
free—free—free! And going to the Opera with Monsieur Florian. She 
always came back to that asthough it were a recurring refrain. 

At work that day she could not altogether conceal her lightnessof heart, 
but she did manage to subdue her very natural sense of gratification at 



having been chosen for thisoccasion. To have shown that would have 
been to invite jealousy, even from those less susceptible than HeloTse. As it 
was there were a few oblique referencesto favouritism. But asAnthea 
wasgenuinely very well liked, these were spontaneousand passing, rather 
than calculated or intentional. 

It wasMadame Moisant herself who brought Anthea her wonderful green 
dress* all done up in the familiar striped box which, even now, had 
sickening memories for her. 

"Monsieur Florian will call for you at seven-thirty, and you must be ready 
then. It isessential that you should beearly at the Opera," Madame 
Moisant explained firmly. "He will bring the cloak with him." 

I'll be ready waiting m the hall downstairs*" Anthea promised. "Does he 
know where to come?" 

HeloTse, who was in the room, permitted herself a scornful laugh at this* 
but Anthea resolutely ignored her. 

"Of course,"said Madame Moisant, with a frown which could have been 
either for Anthea'sstupidity or Heloise's impertinence. "It is in the book, I 
suppose." 

By this somewhat biblical term Madame Moisant did not mean the 
telephone directory, asmost people do, but the register of particularsof 
the firm. 

"Oh, yes-of course." 

"Let me see your shoes" 

Anthea produced for inspection the lightly strapped silver sandalswhich 
she had previously been told to bring from home. These Madame Moisant 
passed as "possible". 



"Glovesand an evening bag you are to have from the boutique. The 
gloves of course, cannot be returned, but the bag will be," stated Madame 
Moisant, determined evidently that there should be no silly mistakes a bout 
this 

'Yes madame. Thank you." Somehow Anthea maintained her meek and 
attentive air, though really she could hardly keep from dancing with joyful 
anticipation. 

The day passed at last. The pearl and rhinestone bag had been chosen 
from the boutique, also the perfectly plain but exquisitely elegant white 
gloves Still Anthea had seen nothing of Monsieur Florian. 

It sometimes happened like this of course. The whole day would pass 
without the mannequinsseeing anything of him, unless he called one or 
other of them for special designing or fitting. But, somehow, Anthea had 
been sure he would say something to her about the evening's 
arrangements She had terrible visionsof his not being able to find the 
house, or of their arrangements foundering in some other simple manner, 
for lack of a little coordinating. However, it seemed that Monsieur Florian 
wasnot tormented by any similar doubts At any rate, he made no move 
to get in contact with her, and she went off finally—in a taxi and clutching 
the dress-box which, thistime, she wasentitled to carry. 

Alone in her own room she once more shook out the cloudy beauty of her 
green dressand exulted in real ownership at last. But she could not help 
remembering the terrible night when it had hung there before—stained, 
dishonoured, and only temporarily restored—the inescapable witnessto 
the crime which should have ended in her dismissal. 

Well—thingswere very different now. Thistime the presence of Florian 
himself sanctioned everything that she wasdoing. 



In her anxiety not to be late, Anthea wasdownstairsin the hall at least 
ten minutes before her escort wasexpected. And for half of that time at 
least, the cross-eyed concierge had a wonderful time peeping at her 
through the window and obviously speculating on the doubtful path by 
which Anthea had achieved such magnificence. 

When Florian finally arrived, with the white mink cloak over hisarm, the 
explanation wascomplete. Almost bursting with interest—and personal 
hopes for the future—she watched while he put the cloak round the 
insignificant English Miss from the humble top storey. Then she hurried out 
to wish them both a good evening, and receive from Florian the good, but 
by no means lavish, tip which established him in her mind for ever asa real 
gentleman. 

Outside stood Florian'slarge and handsome car, and even hisblase 
chauffeur paid Anthea—or the white miniscloak—the tribute of a special 
salute. Then he closed the door, enveloping Anthea and her employer in 
sudden unfamiliar intimacy, she could not help thinking, and they drove 
away towardsthe Opera. 

Florian, looking very distinguished but, asusual, rather worn, leaned 
back in. one corner of the car and turned sideways so that he could see 
Anthea. 

'Yes-it'sgood," washiscomment—she supposed on her general 
appearance. Then he smiled and said, 'You can relax now and enjoy 
yourself. Do you know Tosca well?" 

"No, Monsieur Florian, I have never heard it but Odette assures me I shall 
like it." 

"Of course. Everyone likes Tosca," Florian agreed. "Or, if not, they may as 
well be dead," he added carelessly. "Flow did you manage to live to your 
age without tearing it?" 



Anthea explained that her father and his circle had been more interested 
in the stage and the ballet than in opera. 

"So? And you had to do what your father did?" 

"On the whole, yes" 

"And now he is dead?" 

"Oh dear, no! He isvery much alive," Anthea said, laughing. "He— 
married again." 

"After which there was not the same welcome for the young daughter?" 
suggested Florian, who could read inflections of speech asother people 
read words Anthea had noticed more than once. 

"Something like that, monsieur ." 

"Strange," said Monsieur Florian. 

"Not really, monseur. Quite often the second wife isnot specially anxious 
to have a daughter of the first marriage around." 

'To be sure. That was not what I found strange." 

Anthea wanted very much to ask what he did find strange about the 
arrangement. But just then the car began to slow down as it joined the 
long stream of traffic moving up to the great main entrance. 

"What a tremendous number of people seem to be going." Anthea 
looked interestedly out of the window. 

'Yes It isthe first time Peroni singsTosca here." 

"Oh?" She glanced quickly back at him. 'Then it'sthe first time you have 
heard herTosca also?" 

"No," he said coolly. "I have heard her do it in Rome." 

"And is she very fine?" 

'Very." 

"I'm curiousto hear her," Anthea said, and then wished she had not used 
the word "curious". 



But Florian seemed to think it quite a suitable word. 

"Of course. It is quite an experience." 

Their car drew up opposite the long flight of steps* and Florian handed 
her out. 

"Now, remember that from now until you return to the car you are as 
much on view asin the salon," he warned her. "Walk slowly up the steps" 

Trembling very slightly with excitement, Anthea did asshe wastold, and, 
asshe slowly mounted the stepsand entered the crowded foyer of the 
Opera Flouse, she wasaware of gasps even exclamations and those 
sudden, slight silenceswhich are more telling than any open expression of 
admiration. 

Beside her Florian made one or two casual observations asthough he 
were completely unaware of the effect she was causing. And, once they 
entered the building, he greeted several people with a slight, pleasant bow 
and smile. Among these Anthea recognized his bitterest rival in the dress 
world. She also noticed that the bow wasa little deeper and the smile a 
little more pronounced on thisoccasion. 

"If you will wait here a moment, I will fetch the tickets" Florian said. And 
Anthea was left standing at a superb point of vantage at the top of the 
great staircase. 

The "moment" extended to a good ten minutes and Anthea—who was 
becoming more knowledgeable about these matters—guessed that the 
wait had been prolonged on purpose. People did everything but stop short 
and stare at her. And, by the time Florian returned with the tickets she 
wasa centre of attraction in what was in any case, a very well-dressed 
gathering. 



"Come—" He smiled at her, but made no mention of having left her on 
her own. He took it for granted that, if she did not know the technique by 
instinct, at least she recognized it when it was presented to her. 

Before actually entering the auditorium, he sauntered with her through 
the pillared promenade, pointing out detailsof interest. He wasa 
charming and amusing guide, and nothing in his manner suggested for 
one moment that she wason show. But never in her life had Anthea been 
stared at by so many people. 

She supposed that in the old days it would have disconcerted her. Now 
she found she frankly enjoyed it. Not only for her personal satisfaction but 
because the amount of interest she caused wasthe measure of Florian's 
successat this moment. 

When they entered their box, he said to her, 

"Go forward to the front and look round, asthough you are interested in 
the general view of the house. Then turn and stand speaking to me for a 
few moments" 

She did exactly asshe wastold, aware that the back view of the cloak 
seen thusmust be breathtaking. Then he let her sit down and told her with 
a smile that she might now enjoy herself. 

To Anthea the whole performance wasinfinitely pleasurable and 
interesting. But she wasaware that her whole attention sharpened and 
intensified when she heard the first, indescribably musical call of Tosca 
offstage—"Mario! Mario!" 

Irresistibly, she glanced at the man sitting beside her. But Florian, leaning 
forward slightly, histhin, rather fine-drawn features clear-cut in the light 
from the stage, showed nothing but the ordinary interest of any member 
of the audience just before the prima donna enters 



And then Peroni swept in, on a wave of adoring applause—a tall, 
unexpectedly slender, utterly dynamic creature, with a voice and 
personality of dark splendour. 

Anthea was fascinated. She forgot about Florian and the personal 
complicationswhich possibly existed there and surrendered herself 
completely to the drama on the stage. That drama which had harrowed, 
enthralled and delighted so many thousands before her. 

Even to anyone of Anthea'ssmall experience, it wasobviousthat Peroni 
wasa great artist, and asthe curtain fell on the first act, she turned 
enthusiastically to her companion and exclaimed, 

"She's wonderful!" 

He agreed with with a smile, but did not offer to discussthe matter 
further. And then they went out and promenaded among the dazzling 
throng—and everywhere they went people looked with interest at the 
famous designer and the girl with him in the fabulouscloak. 

Presently they met Roger and Eve, and since Florian stopped, with a 
graciousgreeting, Anthea had the ignoble—if understandable—pleasure of 
making Eve look insignificant. 

"Everyone istalking about that marvellouscloak." Eve looked at Anthea 
with ill-concealed envy. "Doesn't it make you feel odd to wear something 
that doesn't actually belong to you ?" 

"No," Anthea said composedly. 

"It doesbelong to Mademoiselle Gabrielle for the evening," Florian 
explained coolly. "No one else owns it yet, and so—temporarily it is hers 
Perhaps no one ever will own it," he added carelessly. 

"What do you mean?" exclaimed Eve, and, to tell the truth, Anthea 
looked almost equally startled. 



"Why, a model of this sort iscreated fora special occasion, madame. It is 
not necessarily ever sold, unless some very unusual—and, in thiscase, 
extremely wealthy —client happensto take a fancy to it." 

"Do you mean it isa sort of wildly extravagant advertisement?" Eve 
asked incredulously. 

"One might think of it that way." 

"But what other way, if not an advertisement?" Eve pressed. 

Florian gave that faint, disturbing smile. 

"Asl said—it iscreated for a special occasion." 

And then the bell rang, and they returned to the theatre. 

"I don't quite understand." Anthea spoke softly to him asthey reentered 
the box. 'What isthisspecial occasion ?" 

"Never mind, petite. It isjust a manner of speaking. Enjoy the second act. 
It isin the second act that one hasthe height of the drama." 

She turned her head and looked at him, unable to identify the exact 
emotion in hisvoice ashe said that. Quiet and expressive asalways the 
tone curiously conveyed the impression that he was not referring to the 
actual drama on the stage. 

"Hasthat some particular meaning, monsieur ?" she asked in a whisper, as 
the conductor came into the orchestra pit. 

But Florian only smiled slightly and did not appear otherwise to have 
heard the question. 

Once more, assoon asthe curtain wasup, Anthea became absorbed in 
the action on the stage, following with breathless interest the reactionsof 
Scarpia ashe waited for the coming of Tosca. And then again that superb 
entry— 

The gasp which escaped Anthea wasechoed by half the people in the 
house. For the cloak which enwrapped the glamorousTosca wasan 



infinitely inferior version—a sort of poor relation—of the exquisite cloak 
Anthea herself was wearing. 

Without the gloriouscomparison, Peroni'scostume would have been 
superb. But almost everyone there had seen Anthea in her memorable 
glory, either on the stairsor in the promenade or the theatre itself. And 
there she 6at now—well forward in the box, as instructed by Florian—with 
the light from the stage revealing with pitiless clarity the terrible similarity 
and the terrible difference. 

A curiouswave of restlessness and inattention passed over the audience. 
Too many people were looking away from the stage instead of at it. The 
centre of interest was shifting—fatally, inevitably—from the drama which 
should have gripped everyone at this point to the mystery in the stage 
box. 

Never in her life before had Anthea seen a performance killed stone 
dead before her eyes* but she realized in a moment what was going to 
happen. And then, very calmly and unhurriedly, she slipped the cloak 
from her shoulders* turning it back over her seat so that only the beautiful 
lining wasshowing. 

"Put on your cloak again," Florian said softly but rather dangerously 
beside her. 

"No, monsieur. I am too warm," replied Anthea in the same tone, without 
removing her gaze from the stage. 

He made a slight movement asthough to replace the cloak. 

"No, don't do that," she said, still speaking very quietly, "or I shall get up 
and go out of the theatre." And she turned her head and looked full at 
him. 



It wasa mistake. She wasa good deal frightened by the menacing chill of 
hiscold, grey eyes But something within her—she thought perhaps it was 
sheer, hot rage—gave her the courage to stare back at him unmoved. 

"Mademoiselle, it would be much better for you to do what I tell you," he 
said gently. 

"Monsieur Florian," she replied very coldly, "you talk too much, and 
distract my attention from the opera. Please don't say any more." 

Then she turned and looked back at the stage, hoping that he could not 
seethe little tremorsof anger and fear which rippled over her. 

The act continued. Peroni had the audience completely in her hand 
again. The cloak wascast aside, forgotten. Nothing mattered now except 
the music and the drama. Only for one brief moment, after she had killed 
Scarpia and made her slow exit trailing the cloak behind her, did some 
people glance again at the stage box. But the attentive girl who sat there 
in the lovely green dress seemed entirely unconscious of causing any 
interest. 

The curtain fell, the applause broke in wavesover the house, and 
presently the lightswent up again. 

With a physical effort, Anthea turned to Florian. And because he still 
looked cold and remote and wrapped away in the fastnessesof hisown 
anger, she said in a tone of quiet rage, 

"Flow dare you!" 

“Mademoiselle! That really is my cue," he said drily, but she thought he 
wasa little shaken by the intensity of her anger. 

"I can't tell you what I think of you here, because I couldn't control my 
voice or my expression sufficiently," Anthea went on. "But afterwards you 
will explain to me how you came to involve me in such a monstrous scene." 

"I am not in the habit of explaining myself to order," Florian said coldly. 



'Then you'll break your habit for once," retorted Anthea brutally. 

There wasa short, astounded silence.Then Florian said, 

"Are you coming out for the interval?" 

"No." 

'You will allow me to point out that you are hereto display my cloak." 

"I have displayed it," retorted Anthea flatly. 

He looked at her again, and she wasawarethat a faint amusement was 
beginning to thaw the black frost of hisanger. 

"I had not realized, Gabrielle, that you could be such a little mule," he 
said. 

"No, monsieur ? Then perhapsyou will now reflect that when a mule 
kicks it isa very thorough business*" replied Anthea. 

He laughed at that. A short, angry, rather incredulous laugh. Then he got 
up and went out of the box, leaving her alone. 

She sat there, outwardly serene and calm, making a beautiful and 
suitable appearance, asshe had been taught to do. Even m her anger, she 
had not forgotten hiswarning that she would be on show until she 
returned to the car. But suddenly, left to herself and aware of a frightful 
reaction after the tension, she could willingly have put her handsover her 
face and sobbed. 

She felt cold all at once, like someone who had had a shock, and she 
moved to put on her wrap. Then she remembered and pushed it away 
again. And at that moment Roger came into the box. 

"Oh, Roger!" She only just kept herself from flinging herself into hisarms 
"Oh, Roger!" She could only say his name, but it was some sort of exquisite 
relief to repeat anything so inexpressibly associated with security and 
normality. 



"All right, darling. Steady on!" Roger sat down beside her and took one of 
her cold hands in his "Just what isgoing on here?" 

"I—I don't know. Where's Eve?" she countered quickly. 

"I've parked her with some American friendsof hers They're nattering 
happily, so I slipped away to speak to you. Where'sFlorian?" 

"Oh, I don't know. And I don't care. I think he went off in a rage because I 
wouldn't go around any more making an exhibition of myself in this 
thing." Disparagingly she flipped a fold of the white mink. 

"What wasthe idea?To humiliate Peroni?" 

"And spoil her performance. Didn't you realize how people started to get 
restlessand look at me and then her, comparing the two cloaks when 
they should have been gripped by her performance? It wasan odious 
thing for him to do—whatever she'd done to him." 

"Had she done anything specially nasty to him?'* Roger enquired. 

"I don't know. I don't know anything about him and hishorrible private 
affairs I only know that no one hasany right to try to humiliate a woman 
or destroy an artist like that. Wild horses would n't have got me here if I'd 
known I wasto be used for anything of the sort." 

"Well, you dealt with the situation beautifully," Roger told her gently. 
"Don't be so distressed, my dear." 

She bit her lip and made an effort to be calm again. 

"I'm sorry. I'm trying very hard not to look asthough I'm saying angry or 
agitated things It's horrible sitting hereon show and feeling like a volcano 
ready to erupt." 

"Poor child." Roger smiled at her in a steady, heartwarming way. "Do you 
want to go home, my dear? If so, I'll make some excuse to Eve and leave 
her with her friendsfor the last act, and take you." 



For a moment the prospect of being safe with Roger wasso exquisitely 
enticing that she nearly agreed. Then she remembered the complications 
thiswould involve—and, above all, that she would miss her opportunity of 
some sort of explanation with Florian. 

"No, thank you," she said gently. "It'ssweet of you to suggest it. But I'll see 
thisthing out now I'm here." 

Fie looked a little doubtful, but she wasquite insistent. And presently, 
with a few more encouraging words* he left her. Just asthe lightswere 
lowered Florian returned to his seat. 

Fie and Anthea exchanged no words Indeed, throughout the last act, 
they behaved like strangersto each other. And only when the final curtain 
fell and Peroni, aswell asthe other singers had taken her last bow, did 
Anthea stand up and allow Florian to put the disputed cloak around her. 

"I take it you will not come round backstage?" he said, asthey went out 
of the box. 

"I should be honoured to meet Madame Peroni another time, but not 
tonight," Anthea replied. And she saw Florian bite hislip—but whether 
with anger or amusement she wasnot quite sure. 

Asthey made their slow way to the exit, people sta red at her once more, 
but thistime Anthea did not enjoy the experience. Some were still 
concerned only with the beauty of her appearance, no doubt. But others 
looked at her because of what had happened in the theatre that night. 

When at last they came out to the car, Florian said abruptly, 

"Shall I take you straight home?" 

"I don't want to go out to supper with you, if that'swhat you mean," 
Anthea replied, with a curt ungraciousness she would have thought 
impossible two hoursago. 



"Very well." He gave an order to the chauffeur and got into the car 
beside her. 

Then, asthey drove down the Avenue de I'Opera, Anthea realized that 
her time would be all too short for explanations if they drove straight to 
her home and, asthough she had some, right to speak so to Florian, she 
said, 

"Ask him to drive round a bit, will you, please?" 

He gave her an odd glance, and for a moment she thought he wasgoing 
to remind her that she wasthe latest and least important of his 
mannequins They he picked up the speaking tube and gave the order to 
the chauffeur. 

'That will give ussometimeto talk," Anthea said, looking straight ahead, 
rather than at him. 

"Mademoisslle, very little time is needed for what I have to say," wasthe 
dry reply. "I have never allowed open disobedience in any of my staff. 
Those who attempt to practise it go." 

She knew she went rather pale, but she answered resolutely, 

"I wasnot only your mannequin tonight, Monsieur Florian. In your salon I 
am entirely at your command. Everyone isaware that we act under 
ordersthere. But outside your salon, even if I am wearing your designs I 
am a free agent. You had no right to involve me in this scene tonight, to 
make me your partner in something you must have known I should reject 
with scorn and loathing if I had known beforehand what wasto happen." 

'You were there to display my cloak," he said coldly. 

"I was not!" She turned on him furiously. "I wasthere to humiliate your 
mistress it seems!" 

"Peroni is not my mistress" he stated coolly, and for a moment Anthea 
wasgiven pause by this categorical denial. But then she rushed on, 



"I don't care what your exact relationship \s, or what quarrel induced you 
to do thisthing tonight. I only know it waswicked— abominable—to act in 
that way towards her. But most wicked of all wasto involve me— 
anyone—in it unknowingly. What do you suppose people thought? That I 
wasyour next—"She stopped, remembered hisdenial and changed the 
wording. 'That I had lent myself to thisscene because I wasso small and 
mean asto find gratification in being the one who wore the real glory, 
while she—the great artist—was made to seem inferior and slightly 
ridiculous You should have taken HeloYse if you wanted an ally in such an 
undertaking, monsieur.'' Anthea gave a furious little laugh. "She would 
have loved it!" 

He was silent fora moment, though he smiled faintly at the reference to 
Heloi'se. Then he said—but without any note of conciliation in his voice— 
merely as a statement of interest, 

"I had no idea you would ta ke this so personally—" 

'Then how did you think I would take it?" she demanded. 

"For one thing"—again that slight smile—"I didn't imagine you would 
grasp the implicationsof the scene so quickly." 

"No, of course not! You think I am a simple little soul who doesn't know 
such things happen, don't you? You thought I'd sit there draped in white 
mink—so wide-eyed, so unknowing!" Bitterly she flung back at: him the 
wordswhich had curiously moved her when he had used them. 

"Mon enfant, will you stop berating me for a moment ?" There was 
undoubtedly a hint of amusement in Florian'squietly pitched voice now. 
"If your rage is based on the idea that people will—misinterpret your 
position because of this you are wrong. Alone you might not be 
recognized yet as my mannequin. With me you were easily identified as 
the girl who was photographed so much in my wedding dress, Few people 



will suppose you took any active part in what happened tonight. You 
were merely the model used for the occasion." 

'That isn't the point." But she spoke more quietly now. "I suppose I don't 
really mind so much what people think, anyway. It—it wasthe idea that 
you could use me to stage such a plan." 

He gave a slight, impatient laugh. 

"Don't you think / am entitled to the anger and chagrin there?" he said 
drily. 'Thanksto your disobedience, the plan misfired." 

"Oh "She bit 

her lip and considered that. 

"In fact, since you wrecked the plot and you also say you are largely 
indifferent to the idea that you personally might be misjudged over this* 
why exactly are you so angry and distressed?" 

It was logical enough. And fora startled moment Anthea reviewed the 
ruinsof her evening and wondered why it wasthat she still felt cold and 
shattered and hurt in a way that could be expressed only in anger. 

"Well, mon enfant ?" He watched the varying emotions chase each other 
across her expressive young face. 

"It was—it was—the disillusionment," she said slowly at last. 

"I don't understand." He slightly narrowed hiseyes 

"HI try—to explain." She glanced down at her handswhich wasgripping 
the pearl and rhinestone evening bag a little too tightly. "It started assuch 
a radiant, perfect occasion. First that you should have asked me at all— 
simply to rescue me from Eve's spite—" 

"But I told you that it suited me to have you there," he exclaimed a little 
harshly. 

"I didn't entirely believe you, Monsieur Florian." She raised her eyesthen 
and looked at him. "I still felt asthough you had—I don't quite know what 



the expression is—flung the mantle of your protection round me. The—the 
cloak wasalmost symbolical." 

'You are absurd," he said very quietly, but she saw the hard, thin line of 
his mouth soften. 

"And then—to be wearing the heavenly dressyou had given me—without 
any ulterior motive. Everything about the occasion wasgenerous- 
generous" Suddenly her voice shook and there wasthe sound of tears in it. 
"I was proud to be with you, too. I don't know why I should pretend 
otherwise. One isproud to be with the great unlessone ismean-spirited. It 
isn't a question of vanity. I think I was proud of you—the great man, who 
made occasional gesturesof imaginative generosity —my employer— 
Florian." Asshe said hisname, she began to cry in earnest, the tears 
suddenly spilling down her cheeks "And then, all at once, none of it was 
true at all. It wasall calculated and cruel and ungenerous To the last 
degree, ungenerous!" And she covered her face with her handsand 
sobbed. 

There wascomplete and astounded silence in the car except for the hum 
of the motor and the catching of her breath. Then she heard Florian say 
softly, incredulously, 

"Mow dieu! doesanyone really care likethisabout one's feet of clay?" 

And the next moment he had put hisarm round her, and she felt the light, 
cool touch of hislipsagainst her wet cheek. 


CHAPTER X 



"DON'T cry, cherie," Florian said at last. "No man isworth it. Certainly I am 
not. I had no idea that I could distress you so much, or I would have been 
more careful of you. But—Lord! how wasl to know that you thought me a 
great man—in those terms? I am not, you know. I'm a brilliant designer 
and a successful man. But I am not great in the high-souled sense." 

"Yes you are—occasionally." Anthea choked back a sob and spoke 
without looking up. 'You were—the time I spoiled your green dress* and 
you bothered to—to find out the truth about Heloise—and then gave me 
the dress* instead of sacking me for my stupidity, as most men would have 
done." 

"I couldn't afford to sack you." She knew from histone that he was 
smiling. "I had no one else to put in your place." 

"It wasn't that, really, was it?" She looked up. 

"No, petite." 

"I'm sorry I got excited and cried. It's silly to make a scene." She drew a 
long sigh. "I'm all right now." She sat up, and he immediately took hisarm 
away. 

'You have no need to apologize," he said drily. "I suppose it isfor me to 
do that. If it is any consolation to you, I did intend at first to take Heloise 
tonight. I made the change only when I heard MissArmoor being offensive 
to you. So far at least I meant well by you. I am afraid I never thought of 
your reaction to being made useful in your turn. I am not used to people 
who bother so much about the rightsand wrongs of strangers I could not 
guessthat you would side passionately with Peroni." 

"Any decent person would!" 

"Against me, you mean?" 



"In this case;—yes You were in the wrong, monsieur." 

"It is as simple asthat, is it?" He laughed softly. "But you don't really 
know, do you?" 

"What lay behind it all, you mean?" She looked faintly disturbed, as 
though she might be forced to hear further revelationswhich she could not 
bear. "Don't worry—I am not going to tell you," he said drily. "I have 
shattered enough illusionsfor one night, it seems If you think nothing 
excuseswhat I did, the argument isover." 

"Monsieur Florian," she said a little timidly, "I am not presuming to sit in 
judgment upon you. It's only—" 

"Petite," he said amusedly. "I think perhapsthat is exactly what you are 
doing. But maybe I would rather be judged unheard than explain in 
unpalatable detail. You might not find it in your heart to weep for me 
then, and I think I would not have those tearsunshed." 

"Oh"—she blushed a little—"it wassilly of me, I know, but—" 

"No, not silly, whatever else it was I cannot recall anyone else ever 
shedding a tear about me," he went on musingly. "It is curiously— 
disconcerting." 

She hardly knew what to say to that, so she wassilent for a moment. 
Then, remembering almost the first thing he had said to her after they got 
into the car, she asked a little apprehensively, 

"Am I going to be dismissed—now that we have—talked thingsover ?" 

"No," he said with an exasperated laugh. "No, once more you escape 
dismissal by the skin of your teeth. It isbecoming a habit. Are you going to 
reconsider your decision too and come out to supper with me, after all?" 

"Oh—" Suddenly she found that she was hungry and that she very much 
wanted to go to supper with Monsieur Florian. "But not in this," she said 
quickly, touching the cloak. 



He started to say something, then changed hismind, apparently, for 
picking up the speaking tube, he bade the chauffeur drive to the salon. 

In two or three minutesthey drew up in the silent street outside the 
deserted building. 

"Give me the cloak," he said rather impatiently, and Anthea very 
willingly slipped out of it. 

Taking it over hisarm, he got out of the car and crossed the pavement to 
the entrance. She saw him standing there for a moment, while he drew his 
keys from hispocket on a long, slender platinum chain. Then he opened 
the door and went into the building, switching on a few lightsashe went. 

He wasgone several minutes* and she guessed that he wasputting the 
fabulouscloak in a place of safety. She shivered a little without it, but was 
curiously glad to be free of its ill-starred beauty. And if anyone thought it 
odd for her to walk into a restaurant without any wrap on a cool spring 
evening—that was better than to run the risk of some ghastly coincidence 
in which she might somehow still encounter Peroni while she waswearing 
the cloak. 

She heard the slam of the door, and a moment later Florian got into the 
car again. 

'You had better put thison," he said rather disagreeably. And she saw 
that he was holding a white velvet evening coat with immense fox cuffs 

'Thank you," she said meekly. 

"It is from last autumn'scollection," he explained disparagingly, "but there 
is no need for you to get pneumonia for your principles" 

She laughed a good deal at that, and then he too smiled. 

"So you can still laugh?" he said. 

"Oh, yes-of course. I could even enjoy some supper." 

"Good. I feel a little less like a murderer." 



"Oh, Monsieur Florian! I didn't really mean to make you feel like that. 
Perhaps I made rather—rather too much of it all." 

He gave her an ironical, not unkindly glance. 

"Well, one of usgot thingsa little out of proportion. I am not quite sure 
which," he said. Then he changed the subject entirely, and during the rest 
of the time she was with him he made no other reference whatever to the 
earlier eventsof the evening. 

He took her to a small, quiet, exclusive-looking place for supper, where 
the food wasaswonderful in itsway ashisown creations* and the wine the 
most exquisite A nth ea had ever tasted. He wasobviously well known 
there, and chose everything in that carelessly knowledgeable way that 
speaks of long experience. 

Watching him, Anthea found herself wondering once more about him, 
and when the waiter had withdrawn and he turned again to her, she said 
on impulse, 

"Monsieur Florian, how long have you been at the top of your profession 
?" 

"About seven years* Gabrielle. And it took me eight to get there," he told 
her quite frankly. 

She started to do some mental arithmetic, but he smiled and said rather 
indulgently, 

"I am thirty-eight, if that iswhatyou are trying to arrive at." 

She laughed. 

'You are quite generouswith your information this evening, monsieur. 
People usually describe you asan enigma." 

'The facts I have just given you can be found in any reference book," he 
assured her. "And I do not claim to be an enigma. I do not know why 
anyone should describe me assuch." 



"I suppose," Anthea said musingly, "because so little isknown, of your 
private life." 

"Anyone who livesin the public eye as I do has practically no private life," 
he replied carelessly. And then their meal wasbrought, and there wasno 
further chance to ask about his private life, if any. 

Instead, he asked her about her life before she came to Paris, and 
seemed a mused a nd interested by her description of her father a nd 
Millicent. 

"And how about the two men in your life?" he enquired amusedly. "What 
isthe situation there?" 

"Well, Michael isgoing to marry Eve, of course. Quite soon, I suppose. But 
you probably know asmuch of that asl do. After all, you are making the 
wedding dress." 

'True. You sound cheerful about it. Hasit perhapsno longer the aura of 
tragedy which it once had?" 

"Monsieur Florian! How quick you are to notice shadesof meaning in 
one'svoice. How did you know?" 

"How did I know what?" 

'That—that it doesn't matter about Michael any more." 

"By—asyou said—the overtones of your voice. Besides your eyes were 
completely unshadowed asyou said his name. It isat least a fair guessthat 
our old friend Time hasdone hiswork." 

Anthea considered that soberly. 

"I didn't know myself until Wednesday evening," she told him. 

"No?" Florian smiled. "And what made you know on Wednesday evening 
?" 



"Oh—I don't know—Yes* I do. It wassomething that Roger said about 
him. And suddenly I found that I agreed, although it was rather—rather 
disparaging." 

"Ah—Roger. The other man," said Florian reflectively. 

"I don't think I should call him that, Monsieur Florian. At least not in that 
tone. We are —" 

"I know. Only friends*" he finished mockingly. "I noticed, however, that 
friendship extended to hiscoming into the boxthisevening and holding 
your hand while he commiserated with you over the villainy of your 
employer." 

"Oh—you saw that ?" She wasfaintly put out. 

"Of course." 

She smiled a little and her eyes softened asshe remembered how 
infinitely glad she had been to see Roger. 

"Fie is so awfully nice," she said half to herself. 

Florian made a slight face. 

"Does he like that description himself?" 

"I don't know. I don't think I've ever said it to his lace. I suppose he would 
like it. Why not?" 

"It hasa certain—worthiness and dullnessabout it which. I find 
extraordinarily unattractive. I trust you never describe me to anyone as 
awfully nice?" 

"Never," Anthea assured him with such unvarnished simplicity that he 
looked intrigued—and then slightly nettled. 

"Which meansthat I am not worthy to rank with Roger?" he suggested. 

"I shouldn't think of you in the same light," Anthea said gravely. And, 
though he teased her a little to be more explicit, she refused to be drawn. 



He took her home at last, when the ceaseless hum of Pariswasdropping 
to the quietest note it ever achieves And in the silent, gloomy hall he bade 
her good night. Even the concierge wasasleep by now, and so missed the 
satisfaction of observing the mysterious fact that the English Miss returned 
in something lesssumptuousthan the cloak in which she had departed. 

'Thank you for lending me this" Anthea removed the borrowed coat. 

'You can bring it to the salon on Monday." 

"No. If I do, they will all ask questions" Anthea pointed out. 

"Well, you will then be able to tell them the whole story," he retorted 
rather curtly. "It is not often that one of my mannequins hasthe 
satisfaction of outwitting me." 

"I have no intention of telling anyone the story, monsieur. And it was no 
satisfaction to have to—defy you," Anthea said gravely. 

He looked down at her rather moodily in the half light. 

"It took all your courage to do it, didn't it?" he said slowly. 'You were very 
much afraid at one moment." 

'Yes" 

He put the coat round her again, holding it lightly by the lapels so that 
she had to look up at him. 

"Will you take the coat and forgive me?" he said, half smiling. 

"No, monsieur. I will not take the coat, but I will forgive you," Anthea 
replied with a smile too. 

"Why won't you take the coat?" He spoke rather imperiously. 

"Because it wasenough to take the dress One does not repeat these 
things Monsieur Florian. Or if one doesthey mean something else." 

He studied her for a moment in silence. Then he laughed shortly. "I should 
like to tell you never to be afraid of me again, mon enfant," he said a little 
sardonically. "But, if I removed the wholesome touch of fear by which I rule 



you all, I should really have to send you away from my salon. But I 
promise that never again will I give you cause to cry. Are we friendsonce 
more?" 

"Of course! And most willingly so." She put up her handsover hisfor a 
moment. 'Thank you, Monsieur Florian—for everything." 

He released her then, bade her a good night as brief and unemotional as 
if she were Heloise, and left her. 

Anthea wastoo weary to do more than fall into bed and sleep. But, since 
the next day wasSaturday, she had plenty of time to reflect on the 
extraordinary eventsof the previousevening, and to wonder incredulously 
if they had really happened. 

She felt it would have been difficult to credit them at all but for the fact 
that, among the photographsof notabilitiesat the opera which appeared 
in the daily press there wasan excellent one of herself and Florian 
entering the theatre. 

There wassome reference to the "fabulouswhite mink cloak worn by 
Gabrielle, Florian'slatest and most attractive mannequin", but no mention 
whatever of the drama which the appearance of the cloak had 
precipitated. 

In the afternoon Roger called, with the suggestion that they should motor 
out along the upper reachesof the river and find some pleasant country 
inn where they could have an early dinner. 

Delightedly, Anthea accepted—remembering, asshe did so, how she had 
described Roger to Florian and thinking that, in spite of Florian's protests 
the description both fitted him and adorned him. 

"Roger, do you mind being called awfully nice?" she asked, almost before 
they had started. 

"Dependswho calls me that." He grinned at her. "Where'sthe catch?" 



'There isn't any catch. / called you that. And Florian seemed to think it 
wasa horrid way to describe anyone." 

"Well, I can think of some horrid waysof describing Florian, but 'awfully 
nice'wouldn't be one of them," Roger replied cheerfully. 'We use a 
different measuring rule, I guess. Don't worry. You can call me awfully nice 
asmuch asyou like, and I'll just purr like a cat." 

She laughed. 

"Now, tell me—how did the great showdown go?" 

'The —Oh, well, 

Florian wasvery mad with me at first for having made hisplan misfire. 

But I talked to him—and he did rather see my point." 

'The devil he did!" Roger wasamused and impressed. 'You must have 
talked very eloquently." 

"I—don't know. I think he wassurprised that I wasso—hot about it all." 

'You mean you just raged at him and he piped down?" 

"Oh—no. I suppose I did rage at him, and he just stayed cold and talked 
about dismissing anyone who disobeyed him. And then I'm afraid I cried—" 

"Because he threatened to sack you? The bully!" 

"Oh, no. I wasn't worried about that. At least—I mean I didn't really take 
that in. It waswhen I wastrying to explain exactly why I wasso furious 
and— miserable about it all. How I'd thought him so wonderful and 
generousand fine—and then found how abominably he'd behaved." 

"Good heavens!" Roger looked at her and gave a protesting laugh. "Are 
you trying to tell me that you wasted some tears over the discovery that 
the Florian idol had feet of clay?" 

"How odd that you should use that expression." She smiled reminiscently. 
"He used it too." 



"Well, it isthe one that comesto mind," Roger said drily. "But do go on. 
What did Florian do at thispoint? I should think the situation waswithout 
parallel in hisvaried experience." 

Anthea thought of just what had happened, and suddenly she didn't 
want to tell even Roger about it. 

"Oh, I think he was rather ashamed of himself," she explained quickly. "He 
wasreally very nice and—more or less apologized for what he had 
involved me in—" 

"I should think so too! Using you to pay off some score against his 
mistress" 

"She's not his mistress Roger. He told me she isn't—categorically." 

"I say—you did take down your back hair, the pair of you, didn't you?" 
Roger washaIf amused and half annoyed, she could see. "What else did he 
tell you about him and Peroni?" 

"Nothing. But I said something about her being—that. And he said she 
wasn't." 

"Isn't, you mean." 

"Well, it'sthe same thing." 

"No, it isn't. I suppose she wasonce, but isn't now." 

"Oh, I don't think he meant that!" Anthea wasa good deal taken aback. 
"He just said flatly, 'She is not my mistress'—like that." 

"Well, there you are! He said nothing about her not having been so once," 
Roger retorted triumphantly. 

"But the implication wasthere, Roger. It would have been very— 
disingenuousof him to put it that way, if she ever had been." 

'You'll hardly believe me, Anthea," said Roger, grinning good- 
humouredly, "but I can quite imagine Florian being disingenuous* asyou 



put it. In fact, with a great effort, I can even imagine him lying like a 
trooper." 

"Not to me,"Anthea said before she could stop herself, and then hoped 
that didn't sound smug. 

To her surprise, Roger looked at her consideringly. 

"No, perhaps not to you," he agreed unexpectedly. 'You're damned 
difficult to lie to." 

"Why, Roger, have you ever tried?" She laughed gaily. 

He didn't ans/ver that immediately. And after a moment, she said, on a 
rather different note, 

'You—you didn't ever lie to me, did you?" 

'Yes" He spoke with the very slightest touch of bravado. "I did once— 
pretty thoroughly. I thought the circumstances justified it. I still do. But the 
odd thing isthat I still feel uncomfortable when I look at you and 
remember that I did it." 

"Roger—" She hardly knew whether to laugh or to take him seriously. "I 
can't image—Are you going to tell me about it now?" she asked suddenly. 

'Yes Not because I think it would ever be found out. But because I hate 
having that between us and I think—I think perhapsthe necessity for it is 
over." 

Even then he did not start to explain at once, and from his suddenly 
sobered expression she thought that perhapshe wasregretting the impulse 
to tell her. But it wastoo late to draw back now, so after a moment she 
said, 

"When was it, Roger?" 

"When we first met. At least, the time you came out with me after the 
opening show. I didn't want that just to be an isolated incident, and yet I 
knew that it weighed heavily against me that I wasEve'scousin—" 



"Oh, it didn't! I'm not as unreasonable asthat," she ! protested. 

"I don't mean that you had a grudge against me for it. But it was 
perfectly natural that anything or anyone connected with her just made 
you wince. Left to yourself, you wouldn't have chosen to see much more of 
me, would you?" 

"We-ell—perhaps not. It'sdifficuIt now to imagine not wanting to see you 
again," she said rather naively. 

Roger laughed. But it wasa faintly relieved laugh. 

"I knew that must be pretty well how you felt. And yet if I wasn't allowed 
to keep an eye on you—who would?" 

"But did anyone have to?" 

'Yes> I think they did, Anthea. You were entirely alone, virtually without 
money, dependent simply on the caprice of a man like Florian, who might 
be remarkably glad to have you one week and chuck you out the next." 

"I don't think he'd do that," Anthea said gravely. 

'You'd be surprised! Anyway, we won't digressto discussthe beauty of 
Florian'scharacter again," Roger stated firmly. 'That washow I saw it, and 
I darned well meant to see more of you, however I had to manage it." 

"Purely asa human duty?" suggested Anthea demurely. 

Fie glanced sidewaysat her and laughed. 

"I wouldn't say exactly that. Anyway, I had to think quickly how I could 
transform myself into someone you could bear to be with, even though I 
wasclosely connected with Eve. So"—again he glanced at her, but a little 
defiantly that time—"I did." 

"I don't undetstand. What did you do?" 

"I—maybe it sounds rather far-fetched and officious now—but I thought 
the only kind of fellow who wouldn't hurt your pride and make you feel 
isolated in your unhappinesswould be one who'd taken the same sort of 



tumble. You could even feel sorry for him. And there's nothing that does 
more for hurt pride than to be able to be sorry for someone else." 

"Roger! You mean you—" 

'Yes" He nodded. "I invented a girl who'd turned me down in similar 
circumstances I even gave her a name in my own mind, in case you ever 
asked for detailsabout her. Fortunately, you never asked very much. I'm 
not sure that I could have kept it up if you had. Asl told you—like Florian, 

I find it difficult to lie to you." 

"But what an extraordinary idea!" 

"Are you very angry with me about it?" 

"Angry? No, of course not. I wastrying to imagine how one could feel so— 
responsible for an almost unknown girl. Why you should want to do such a 
thing." 

"I suppose," Roger said slowly, "it was partly your courage at that 
confounded dress show. To see both Michael and Eve there must have 
been the biggest knock you could possibly have taken. And yet no one 
could have known it from the way you wore those clothesand smiled, and 
even carried off the scene with the wedding dress. I decided then and there 
that you shouldn't be left to shift for yourself in the next few weeksor 
months" 

"Oh, Roger, how exactly like you! So that waswhy you came back and 
waited for me in the car?" 

'Yes And you thought for a moment it wasMichael, didn't you?" 

"I'm afraid so." 

'You took that shock so well, too, I remember. You didn't want to hurt 
my feelings even in that moment. I thought you such a ga me little thing 
that I'd have told fifty lies for the chance of getting to know you better." 



She laughed at that, and tried—but without success—to recapture her 
feelingson that occasion. 

"Well, I'm glad you told the one lie, anyway," she said quite earnestly. "I 
don't think I should have agreed to see more of you without it. There was 
such a relief—such a relaxation—about being with someone who had had 
all the same experiences* asl thought. I didn't have to pretend, or be 
brave all the time, or anything. Roger, it was very clever of you." And, with 
a little laugh, she put her hand fora moment over one of hisasit rested on 
the steering wheel. 

'Thank you, darling." He spoke quite lightly, but he turned hishand for a 
moment and held hers 

"And you were quite right too in thinking that the necessity for keeping 
up the pretence was over. I don't feel—hurt or humiliated about Michael 
any more, you know." 

"I did wonder—the other night." 

"And so"—she laughed again to herself, but rather tenderly, asshe 
thought of Roger's subterfuge—"and so I don't have to bolster up my 
morale any more by being sorry for someone else, asyou put it." 

"Good." 

"And oh, Roger, I'm so terribly glad that no horrible girl did let you down, 
after all!" 

'To tell the truth, so am I," agreed Roger good-humouredly. "I'm glad to 
get rid of Cynthia—I called her Cynthia.—It seemsto clear the decks 
completely, somehow." 

She laughed over Cynthia and agreed that her removal did "clear the 
decks!'. Then she wondered just what they both meant by that term. And 
slowly the impression began to grow upon her that, in some subtle way, 



this conversation was bound to change the relationship between herself 
and Roger. 

If he were no longer to be the philosophical fellow sufferer—the 
companion whose sharing of a common experience entitled him to an 
unusual degree of confidence and intimacy—just what was he in her life? 

Until now, she had allowed herself to think of him almost asa brother. 
But both her instinct and her common sense told her now that Roger's 
brotherly phase wasover. 


CHAPTER XI 


ON Monday, when Anthea arrived at the salon, she found herself a subject 
of interest to a degree that had not existed since she wore the wedding 
dress at the opening show. It seemed that not only had everyone seen the 
photograph of her and Monsieur Florian entering the Opera—enough in 
itself to excite the proprietorial interest of all on the staff—but also, in some 
indefinable way, some whisper of the scene inside the building had got 
about. 

Heloise—naturally the first to broach a delicate subject—looked her up 
and down with a malicioussmile before remarking, 

"So you tried to discomfit your rival on Friday night? For publicity some 
people will do anything." 

"What do you mean?" Anthea contrived to look mildly surprised. 



"She is sly, that one!" HeloVse laughed scornfully, asshe addressed anyone 
who cared to listen—which, to tell the truth, included all her fellow 
mannequins "All Parisknowsabout it and she says 'What do you mean? 1 " 
She mimicked Anthea'stone rudely. 

"It's only a rumour,"one of the other girls put in, half apologetically. "But 
they say that Peroni came in wearing a shabby version of your cloak in 
the second act, and that when she glanced up and saw you in the stage 
box, she shook her fist at you." 

Anthea laughed—glad to be able to deny at least thiswith vigour. 

"I don't imagine she even noticed I wasthere," she said. "It was 
unfortunate about the two cloaks of course. But how was Monsieur 
Florian to know she would elect to wear herson the stage that night? As 
soon as I realized what had happened, I turned mine back over my chair. I 
don't think many people noticed. And anyway, she wasso marvellousthat 
one didn't think of anything but the performance after a few moments" 

Even HeloVse looked shaken, but Anthea saw the very faintest smile pass 
over Odette's face. 

"It isalmost unheard-of for Monsieur Florian to duplicate a design of such 
importance," objected the girl who had retailed the story about Peroni 
shaking her fist at Anthea. "Fie must have done it deliberately, for some 
purpose of his own." 

"Oh—I don't see why." Anthea shrugged. "I suppose, having designed 
Peroni'scloak for the stage some time ago, he suddenly thought how 
beautifully it could be adapted for ordinary wear, in white mink. Anyway, 
the incident passed off quite well. And I assure you there wasno fist¬ 
shaking from either of us," she finished with a laugh. 

No one said any more just then. If they thought the explanation thin, at 
least Anthea delivered it with an impersonal firmnessthat carried 



conviction. But later, when—Anthea thought with intention—Odette was 
alone with her in the dressing-room, the older girl took up the 
conversation again. 

"When you turned back your cloak, Gabrielle, what did Monsieur Florian 
do? Approve?" she enquired, with that faint smile which Anthea had 
noticed before. 

"Well—"Anthea began, in the most plausible manner. Then she saw that 
Odette, who knew Florian so much better than the others found it 
impossible to believe that the whole thing had not been deliberately 
planned. 

"At first he did not approve, Odette. Later, I think perhaps he decided 
that what I did wasforthe best," Anthea said. 

Odette laughed incredulously. 

"I marvel each day, mon enfant, how you contrive to remain here," she 
declared. 'What you are really telling me, in your demure way, isthat you 
defied Florian in public—and survived." 

Anthea laughed too, but she bit her lip. 

"Something like that," she agreed. 

"It is not to be understood," muttered Odette. "Unless he isjust waiting 
until hefindsa suitable substitute." 

"No, I don't think it'sthat. He did say at first that disobedience meant 
dismissal. But he—withdrew that later." 

Odette looked disturbed. 

"Listen, petite —I am no Heioise, with her insinuationsand her bad 
thoughts* but you do realize, don't you, that a man usually makes such 
concessions only when he expects concessions in return?" 

'There is nothing of that, Odette. You needn't worry." 



'That iswhat children think when they poke their fingersthrough the 
barsat the lions," Odette retorted. "Well"—she shrugged and sighed 
impatiently—"sometimesthey pull the finger back in time." 

Anthea laughed atthisgraphicway of putting things But, although she 
wasso calm and confident to Odette, she did feel faintly self-conscious 
about her first meeting with Florian again after the very personal eventsin 
which they had taken part. 

She need not have worried, however. He neither avoided her nor singled 
her out. He merely sent for her, early in the afternoon, to act as model 
while he made suggestions and experimental designsforthe South 
American girl with the wealthy mother. And, apart from the fact that he 
did not stick pins in her, Anthea might have been a canvasand sawdust 
dummy for all he appeared to notice her. 

For some reason it faintly piqued her—at least while the recollection of 
Friday evening lingered with her. 

But presently she became absorbed in the impersonal identity of 
Gabrielle, and the fact that she had shed a few tearson Monsieur Florian's 
shoulder, and been kissed by him, took on an aura of improbability which 
made it almost non-existent. 

Even when Madame Moisant finally escorted the distinguished clients 
downstairsand Anthea was left alone with Florian, he merely gave her 
one or two curt instructions, as he might have done to any of the other 
girls and then dismissed her with an absent nod, before picking up a pencil 
and beginning to sketch something which had evidently just come into his 
mind. 

The rest of the week wasalmost boringly uneventful. Roger wasout of 
Parison business which greatly reduced the livelinessof Anthea'sleisure 
hours while life at Florian'sproceeded with such unusual smoothnessthat 



Madame Moisant washeard to remark thatthismust be the lull before 
some sort of storm. 

Anthea wasinclined to agree, and she supposed—with the humorous 
resignation which wasbecoming her habitual attitude to such matters— 
that there would be some unpredictable eruption in connection with the 
immense cocktail party which wasto be given in a day or two for the 
leading lightsof the Paris haute couture. 

Thiswasto be one of those businessaffairswhich disguise themselves so 
successfully as soda I events* and half a dozen of the Florian mannequins* 
including Anthea, were attending, in order to display new designs 

Anthea was looking forward to it as a new experience. Consequently, 
when, early in the following week, she received a summonsto Monsieur 
Florian's office, her first reaction was anxiety, lest something should have 
jeopardized her attending. A summonsto hiswork-room meant nothing 
out of the ordinary—merely that one was required for some designing or 
fitting—but a summonsto hisoffice wasanother matter. 

Asshe reached the door she heard Florian speaking and, when she 
entered, she found him sitting behind his desk—courteous unusually 
relaxed, and playing the host with a faint air of amusement. 

"Come in. Gabrielle," he said, asshe hesitated on the threshold. "We have 
unexpected visitors for you." And then, asshe came farther into the room, 
she saw, seated on the other side of the desk, her father and Millicent. 

It wasa moment of unexpected emotion, in which she discovered that, in 
spite of all hisfoiblesand weaknesses her father wasthe nearest person to 
her in all the world. Fie suddenly represented home in a way that brought 
a lump into her throat and sent her rushing acrossthe room to embrace 
him. And she even submitted with a very good grace when Millicent 
bumped a softly powdered cheek against hers in simulated affection. 



"Oh, Monsieur Florian—did you arrange this?" She wasradiant. 

But he smiled and shook his head. 

"No, mon enfant, I can take no credit for it. Your father wished to make 
his visit a surprise, and since he asked first to see me, I thought it would be 
best for you to meet in my office." 

It passed through Anthea'smind that it was impossible to imagine the 
fathersof Heloi'se or Odette or any of the others assuming that they might 
call on Monsieur Florian asand when they pleased. But she saw that her 
employer wasamused and not a little intrigued by the situation, so she 
supposed it wasall right. 

"Monsieur Florian has just asked if we should like to see the afternoon 
show," Millicent. explained. "It will be very amusing to see you m such a 
setting." 

"Mademoiselle Gabrielle tendsto excite admiration rather than 
amusement," Florian observed politely. 

"I'm sure she does*" Millicent agreed, opening her fine eyes very wide and 
turning her most beautiful and compelling smile in Florian'sdirection. Fie 
withstood it admirably. 

"But why did you call yourself Gabrielle, child?" She turned once more to 
Anthea, with rather lessof the beautiful and compelling smile. 'Why not 
your own name?" 

"Monsieur Florian chose Gabrielle." 

"One alwayschangesthe name, madame," Florian explained. "But 
whether from superstition or etiquette it would be hard to say." 

"Flow quaint! But what made you think of Gabrielle?" 

"I think—her likenessto an angel," Florian replied gravely. 

"Oh!" Millicent looked asthough she thought this excessive. "Fler hair, you 
mean?" 



"Her hair—among other things," Florian agreed. 

"Well, I never thought of my little girl asan angel," Colin Marlowe said, 
becoming, however, the father of an angel with great charm and dignity. 
"But she isa good child," he added, taking full responsibility. 

'Yes She isa good child," Florian agreed with a faint smile. And Anthea 
wondered why it wasthat the phrase took on a different meaning when 
said in that almost gently pitched voice. She wasawarethat Millicent 
glanced quickly from Florian to herself. 

"Well, Gabrielle"—Florian got up—"you have ten minutes before you need 
get ready. Stay and talk to your father now, and then take him and 
Madame Marlowe down to the salon in good time." 

Having said which, he bowed to Anthea'sfather and Millicent, and went 
out, leaving them in sole occupation of the room to which one only 
ventured on a very special summons 

"What a charming man!"exclaimed Millicent.'You lucky girl, Anthea—to 
work here." 

'Yes—I think so too." 

"Really, he could not have received usmore—more cordially. I'm sure I 
don't know why he should," declared Millicent, while patently attributing 
the circumstances to her own charm. 

There wasa certain amount of family competition at this point, however. 

"It wasthe natural courtesy of one artist to another," A nthea's father 
explained simply. "For, in a sense, one may call him an artist, I suppose." 

"He isa very great artist," Anthea retorted indignantly. 

Her father laughed indulgently, which she found annoyed her so much 
that she hastily changed the subject by asking about their length of stay 
and their planswhile in Paris 

It seemed they were there for a week. 



"And our plansare just what we like to make them," her father said. "But 
they include seeing a great deal of you." And he ruffled hisdaughter'sfair 
hair and looked effectively melancholy. "I have missed you, child." 

"I've missed you too, Father," Anthea assured him earnestly. 

"Ah, well, it'sdifferent when one isyoung," her father countered, 
appropriating the monopoly of nostalgic regrets "I expect you've been 
having too gay a time to think much of your old father. 

Anthea thought of the desperate hours she had known in Paris But they 
were the last thing her father would wish to hear about. So she kept silent 
about them. 

'You must introduce usto some of your interesting friends" M illicent put 
in. "We can entertain for you while we're here. You won't have been able 
to do much, living on your own in a poky room. Perhapsyou would like to 
bring Monsieur Florian to dinner at the hotel one evening." 

"Really, one doesn't 'bring' Monsieur Florian anywhere," Anthea assured 
her. "But I'd love to bring Roger Senloe," she added, thinking how pleasant 
it would be to return some of the kindness Roger had lavished on her. 

"Senloe? I don't seem to know the name," M illicent looked reflective. "Is he 
in the dressworld?" 

"Oh, no ! The Diplomatic Service." 

"Oh," said M illicent, who apparently put dresses before diplomacy. And 
then they went downstairsand Anthea found them good placesof 
observation in the salon. 

It wasnot entirely easy playing her part asmannequin before anyone so 
intimately connected with her a? Millicent and her father. 

But, by now, the routine wasalmost second nature to Anthea, and so she 
acquitted herself quite well. 



Afterwards* Madame Moisant herself actually came and made herself 
very graciousto Gabrielle'sparents* asshe called them—to Millicent's 
obviousand intense annoyance. And she explained that Monsieur Florian 
wasseeing to it that they had invitationsto the cocktail party which was 
to take place on the morrow. 

"All the important designers will be exhibiting. And a few of no 
importance whatever," she said a little repressively. 'Your daughter will be 
there, monsieur, and I am sure she would like to have you and madame 
attend." 

Complimentswere exchanged, thanks expressed, and then, rather to 
Anthea'srelief, her father and Millicenttook their departure. Since they 
both obviously regarded her work in something of the light of amateur 
theatricals she washappy to see them go before they had made this 
attitude clear to Madame Moisant. 

Roger telephoned that evening to say he wasback in town, and Anthea 
gave him the invitation to come and meet her father and Millicent that 
very evening. He accepted enthusiastically, agreeing to pick her up in 
about an hour'stime', and Anthea wassuddenly and delightfully aware of 
the feeling of once more being a girl with a background. 

She had not actually missed it during the last few months but, later, 
sitting at a well-appointed table in a first-class hotel dining-room, with her 
father acting ashost, she could not help thinking that thiswasall 
extraordinarily and refreshingly like the old days 

Millicent—aIwaysat her best when there wasa new and attractive man 
present—gave a very entertaining account of their visit to the sa Ion, a nd 
said again how lucky Anthea was 



"Well, there'sFlorian'spoint of view too," Roger said with a smile. "I think 
he considers he was lucky to get Anthea. She more or less saved his 
opening show for him, you know." 

"Is that why he is so indulgent to her?" Millicent wanted to know. 

"Indulgent? I don't think Florian isexactly indulgent to anyone who works 
for him," Roger said. 

"Oh, yes he is Calls her 'mon enfant' and says she islike an angel, and 
describesher as'a good child 1 . If that's not being indulgent, I don't know 
what is" 

"It was/who described herasa good child," Anthea'sfather said rather 
crossly. 

"But not in the same tone," Millicent retorted shrewdly. 

"Did he say all that?" Roger looked unusually glum suddenly. 

"But it doesn't mean a thing!" Anthea protested. 

"Does he call Heloi'se 'mon enfant' ?" Roger wanted to know. 

"Well-no." 

"Or say she's like an angel?" 

"No, of course not." Anthea laughed vexedly. "For the very good reason 
that she isn't. I don't say I am. But he wasreally only referring to the colour 
of my hair." 

"No. He said 'her hair—among other things'," Millicent recalled with a 
malicious little laugh. "Good gracious child, don't apologize! There's not a 
woman between here and Tonga who wouldn't be glad to have Florian in 
her pocket. Think of having devotion expressed in termsof Florian 
models!" 

"Oh, Millicent, don't say such silly things!" Anthea found that she was 
particularly put out to have thisconversation take place in front of Roger. 



'To Florian I am just a satisfactory mannequin, and rather quaint and 
amusing because I'm more naive than most of his girls" 

"Not naive, my dear—please," her father protested. "God forbid that any 
daughter of mine should be lacking in a reasonable degree of worldliness." 

Thisfortunately led to a useful digression about hisviewson what 
constituted a womanly woman who yet displayed that reasonable degree 
of worldliness which he considered so essential. And, to Anthea's profound 
relief, the subject of Florian wasdropped. 

But, on the way home, Roger brought it up again. 

"Look here, Anthea," he said, asthey drove acrossthe Pont Neuf in the 
moonlight, "I didn't realize that Florian wasquite so-so familiar with you." 

"He is not in the least familiar with me," Anthea stated firmly. 'You 
mustn't pay attention to Millicent'snonsense. She doesn't understand his 
particular, almost whimsical way of addressing m—people." 

"Doeshe address Heloi'se whimsically?" Roger enquired, rather mulishly, 
she could not help thinking. 

"I don't know why you have to keep harping on Heloi'se!" 

"All right, then. Doeshe addressOdette whimsically?" asked Roger, 
making the word seem rather odiously mannered by repetition. 

"No." 

"Just you?" 

"Roger, there is nothing in it, I tell you." 

"I don't know why I didn't take more notice of all these things before," 
wasall Roger said. 

"I don't know why you should want to take notice of them now," retorted 
Anthea, keeping her temper with difficulty. 'You ought to have more 
sense than to pay attention to Millicent, whose hobby is mischief- making." 



"I'm not paying any special attention to her and her views*" Roger 
maintained stubbornly. "Either Florian saysand doesthese thingsor he 
doesn't. And then there wasthat rotten businessover Peroni and the 
cloak. The more I think about it, the less I like it. Anthea—don't jump 
down my throat for suggesting it—but I wish you'd leave Florian'sat the 
end of the season. You could easily get a job in one of the other dress 
houses now." 

"Leave— Florian's? You must be mad," said Anthea. 

"Why, I adore the place. And, anyway, even if I didn't, how do you 
suppose I could think of leaving him now? Why, he made me. I'm almost 
asmuch a creation of hisasone of hisown models—" 

"Oh, Anthea, really!" 

"It'strue. I'd be wandering around Pariswithout a bean by now, but for 
Florian. Or, worse still, be living on sufferance in Millicent'shome." 

"Come, it wasn't all Florian," Roger protested. "Madame Moisant made 
the actual discovery, and your own talent had something to do with it." 

"But it washisgenius—and, yes his handling of me—that transformed 
me. What sort of gratitude would it be, if I went to one of hisrivalsnow?" 

"It need not be one of hisimmediate rivals" Roger said obstinately. "I was 
thinking of Ormaine's I could get you an introduction there. You'd almost 
certainly get a job in their London house." 

"I don't want a job in anyone's London house!" exclaimed Anthea, quite 
enraged at what she considered to be unwarrantable interference in her 
affairs "Why should!?" 

"For one thing, I'm probably going to be moved to London in a few 
months' time." 



"I don't care where you're going to be moved," retorted Anthea, carried 
away by her anger. 'You can go where you like and do what you like. But 
I'm staying on at Florian's Good night." 

The opportunity to use this effective exit-line wasdue to the fact that 
Roger had just stopped the car outside her home. He tried to protest, as 
she wrenched open the door of the car and got out. But, refusing to listen 
to him, she ran into the house without a backward glance. 

By the time she reached her room, she had cooled somewhat, a nd she 
wasalready wishing she had not been so harsh. Certainly she wished she 
had not said to Roger that she didn't mind where he went or what he did. 
She minded very much, of course. The thought of Pariswithout him was 
not to be contemplated. 

But then, neither wasthe thought of Florian'swithout herself. 

If only she had not pressed the argument to the point of quarrelling. At 
least—he had pressed the argument. But she ought to have been able to 
argue calmly and without temper. It was inconceivable that she had 
parted from Roger— Roger— in anger. Terribly— urgently—she wanted to 
make it up with him. But there wasnothing she could do now until the 
morning. 

She slept rather brokenly—and then overslept, which made her too late 
to telephone to Roger before leaving for the salon. In fact, not until half¬ 
way through the morning did she have a chance to telephone to hisoffice 
and then she received the chilling, exasperating reply that "Mr. Senloe was 
in conference". 

After that she had to wait until the afternoon. Butthistimethe reply was 
even more chilling. "Mr. Senloe cannot be reached just now," the 
impersonal voice informed her, and for a terrible moment she wondered if 
Roger had given instructions to reject any call from her. The sheer 



impossibility of this however, consoled heron reflection. One simply could 
not imagine Roger taking offence to that extent. 

There was nothing more she could do just then, and it was in any case, 
time to dress for the cocktail party. She wasto wear a sherry-brown 
taffeta suit, with a tiny matching hat. The subtle yet brilliant shade of 
brown brought out the faintly golden tint of her skin, while the twist of 
taffeta and tulle which wasthe hat looked like nothing so much asa big 
tawny brown butterfly on her shining head. 

When they were all ready, Florian came in to inspect them before himself 
departing for the party. He had a brief word for each of them and was as 
Anthea had noticed whenever he was likely to meet hisfashion rivals in 
his pleasantest and most urbane mood. 

He paused before Anthea, ran that all-embracing glance over her which, 
she knew, took in everything from her hat to her shoes and said, 

"Sweet sherry for you, mon enfant. If you spill it, it will not show on that 
suit." 

She laughed and blushed a little at this reference to her earlier escapade. 
But she remembered to thank him for seeing that her father and Millicent 
were invited. 

He acknowledged thiswith a smile and a slight inclination of his head. 
Then he went out, while Heloise was heard to remark that she didn't 
remember anyone else's pa rents being invited. 

The party wasbeing held at one of the big hotels nearby, and most of the 
girls waIked over. One or two official dignitariesand their wiveswere 
acting as hosts and, after a series of handshakes Odette and Anthea, who 
were together, passed on into the huge, already crowded room, where 
everyone had come either to stare at everyone else—in the most discreet 
manner possible— or else to be stared at. 



After a few minutes* Anthea— pleasantry aware of being one of those 
stared at—found her father and Millicent, the latter frankly enjoying an 
atmosphere which wasthe breath of life to her, the former faintly 
condescending, to indicate that dress-designing wasno more than a 
bastard art, and, assuch, not to betaken too seriously by the real artist. 

"Hello, Anthea—that's pretty!" Her stepmother regarded Anthea with 
open envy. "It'sexactly you somehow." 

"It wasdesigned specially for me." Anthea smiled. 'The dresses I wore in 
the show were designed for someone else of my type. But this is 
individually mine." 

"It'sperfectly lovely. Where isMonsieur Florian?" 

"Oh, he'll be somewhere about. He'sone of the distinguished guests* of 
course, so I suppose he will have to be very sociable." 

"We should like to see him and thank him for the invitations in person, 
however," her father said. And Anthea promised quickly to arrange this if 
possible. 

It washer businessto move around a good deal, and so, after a while, she 
left her father and Millicent and made her way slowly through the room, 
asthough looking for someone. Although she did not admit it to herself, 
she waslooking for someone. In her heart there lingered the obstinate 
hope that she might find Roger here. 

Instead, she found Monsieur Florian, who stopped to speak to her and 
enquire if she had had anything to drink. When she shook her head, he 
fetched her a glassof sherry and handed it to her with a smile. 

"But suppose I don't like s/veet sherry, monsieur ?" 

"II faut sou ffrir pour etre belle," he retorted. 'The picture is now complete. 
Are your father and Madame Marlowe here yet?" 

'Yes They hope you will find a moment to speak to them." 



"Of course." He bowed and gave hisspecial "one enemy to another" smile 
assomeone passed. "And our friend—Roger?" he enquired. "Is he coming?" 

"I—don't think so." 

"Not? There were invitationssent to the Embassy and the Consulate. I 
should think he would manage to get one of them." 

Anthea said nothing to that, but she looked suddenly very serious* and 
after a moment Florian asked quietly, 

"What isthe matter?" 

" Monsieur 7" She wasstartled, asso often, by hisquick powersof 
perception. And then, instead of her assuring him that there was nothing 
wrong, some odd feeling of compulsion made her say, without finesse, "I 
quarrelled with him last night." 

Florian bit his lip—she thought to keep himself from smiling—but hiseyes 
were grave a she said, 

'I am sorry, petite. But to make it up can also be very enjoyable." 

"If one—if one getsthe chance," murmured Anthea, who felt that she had 
been trying all day to make it up with Roger. 

"Wasit such a very seriousquarrel?" 

"I—don't know. I was very angry, because he wanted me to—to—" 

'To what, Gabrielle?" He seemed to be observing the scene all around 
him, and yet she knew that hisattention wascompletely on what she was 
saying. 

"Monsieur Florian, he doesn't realize how—how devoted I am to my work. 
He is expecting to be transferred to London later in the year, and he 
seemed to think that, at the end of the season, I might actually consider 
leaving you—leaving the salon, and taking a job with one of the London 
houses" 

There wasa very slight silence. Then Florian said, 



"I see. And you quarrelled about this?" 

'Yes" Suddenly she wondered why ever she had been so frank to him, 
and would have given a good deal to recall her words But there wasno 
anger or indignation in hisvoice, only a faint, indulgent amusement, ashe 
said, 

"And now you want very much to make it up again." 

"Monsieur Florian, I don't like to quarrel with Ro—with my friends" 

"Of course not. We none of usdo," Florian agreed gravely. "Particularly if 
we feel uneasily that the other person has been rather reasonable." 

"But I don't think he wasthat!" 

"And yet his suggestion was not a bad one." 

"Not a bad one, monsieur ?" She wasaghast. 'That I should leave you 
and go to one of the London houses?" 

"Since your father livesthere and your a/veetheart will be going there, I 
find it reasonable. I should be sorry to part with you, of course—"Suddenly 
she saw that hisattention wasnow not entirely upon her, but on a 
remarkably pretty blonde girl who waseffusively greeting Odette. "But it 
would not be impossible to find a substitute for you, Gabrielle, if it isyour 
official conscience which istroubling you." 

"I—I wasnot thinking of that so much. I wasthinking that I owe 
everything to you, Monsieur Florian, and that I should feel terribly—terribly 
mean if I left you 

"Mon enfant, all my mannequinsowe everything to me," Florian retorted 
lightly, "though few of them admit it. But I am not so unreasonable asto 
expect them to dedicate their livesto me and my business. Or only at 
stated timesof the year. If you decided to leave me at the end of the 
season, I should, as I have said, be sorry to part with you. But if it interests 



you to see your probable successor, there she is* talking at this moment to 
Odette." 

Appalled, Anthea turned slowly and once more gazed at the brown¬ 
eyed blonde who waslaughing so companionably with Odette. 

"I—don't know her," she said, in a slightly choked voice. "Who isshe?" 

'That isClaudine." 

"Claudine?" 

'Yes" Florian smiled with an air of rather grim recollection. 'The girl who 
so inconsiderately broke her leg within a few days of my opening show and 
forced me to make a mannequin of you, petite. She is I see, fully 
recovered now," he added with professional interest. 

And, asthough to prove it, the girl turned suddenly and, seeing him, 
rushed over to greet him, with the utmost grace and good humour. 


CHAPTER XII 


UNTIL the moment when she saw Florian greet the charming, laughing 
Claudine with undoubted warmth, Anthea had regarded all the passions 
and jealousiesof the fashion world with something like amused tolerance. 

But now, asthe two stood there talking together in rapid, friendly, 
colloquial French, she felt suddenly like the waif outside the window, and 
she envied—miserably, angrily, uncomprehendingly—she envied the girl 



who could make Florian laugh so easily, the girl who could apparently 
supplant herself with complete satisfaction to Florian. 

Odette sauntered over and joined the group, and after a moment 
someone thought of introducing Anthea to Claudine, who explained 
immediately and generously, 

"But she isexactly of my colouring!—Only prettier." 

"No." Florian glanced judicially from one to the other. 'You perhapsare 
more obviously pretty, Claudine. But Gabrielle is more unusual." 

'You see! That is his charming way of saying I am ordinary," Claudine 
remarked good-humouredly to Anthea. "Oh, Monsieur Florian! if you 
knew how homesick I am for the salon. Henri wishesto marry me —now 
that he hasbroken my leg," she added, asthough thiswere one step 
towards matrimony. "But for me he has become inexpressibly boring. And 
though it is understandable to find one'shusband a little boring, to find 
him quite madly boring isan unfortunate beginning." 

"Without doubt," agreed Florian drily. "But, in any case, you would 
always find marriage boring, my poor Claudine. Permanency and you are 
incompatible." 

"Oh, monsieur, how well you understand me!" cried Claudine, almost 
purring like a cat. "Except that I remain permanently and for ever in love 
with fashion." 

"Ah, that's different." Florian smiled. "Fashion isan ever-changing 
mistress—or, in your case, I suppose, a lover. It isthe most fickle thing there 
is alwaysto be wooed, never completely won, fascinating, demanding! 
and completely ruthless" 

"Monsieur Florian, how I love to hear you talk again," sighed Claudine. 
"Henri could not talk thisway in a hundred years" 

"But then Henri'spassion isdriving, if I remember rightly," replied Florian. 



'True. He hasno soul above a carburettor," Claudine agreed. "But then 
he isvery rich," she added almost naively. 

Florian laughed. 

'This also is important," he said. Then, with a little nod which included all 
three of the girls, he strolled over to talk, with inexpressible charm and 
cordiality, to a rival designer who would, everyone at Florian'sknew, have 
killed him by incheswith the greatest pleasure in the world, 

'There is no one quite like Florian," Claudine said, asshe turned away 
with Odette. And Anthea—immeasurably solitary, all at once, in the midst 
of the crowd—thought, in her turn, 'There is no one quite like Florian," and 
wondered how it wasthat her world had fallen in ruins 

She should never have told him of what Roger had said —never have 
given him the remotest idea that she might consider leaving. The 
suggestion could be withdrawn, of course. She knew too well her value in 
the salon to suppose that her position wasin jeopardy, however eager 
Claudine might be to return. 

But that Florian could himself coolly adv/'se her to go—could so calmly 
and indifferently contemplate her leaving. That waswhat shocked and 
wounded her. She could go or she could stay, it seemed. To him it was 
more or less equal, provided Claudine or another were there to take her 
place. 

That wasexactly the impression she had tried to give Roger last night, it 
wastrue. She remembered protesting, in front of Millicent, that she was 
"just a satisfactory mannequin" to Florian. But now she knew that, in her 
heart, she had cherished the idea that there wasa rather particular bond 
between them. The great designer and the girl he had trusted to save his 
show. Otherwise, why had he twice reprieved her on the verge of dismissal, 



and each time with an amused indulgence which surely, surely he had not 
often used towardsa mannequin ? 

Anthea made her way to one of the deep window embrasures and stood 
looking out on to the busy avenue below. She had forgotten that she was 
on view, or that she wassupposed to move around so that people might 
see her dress She could think only of the fact that Florian did not really 
care very much if she worked for him or took herself off to London. 

He might evenpreferto have Claudine back, now that she wasavailable 
again. And then the watersof the Paris fashion world would close over 
Anthea, and Florian would look back—if he ever looked back at all—on 
the brief career of Gabrielle as nothing but an unexpectedly successful 
stopgap during an emergency. 

The very thought brought a lump into Anthea'sthroat, and, forgetting 
her professional duties she turned rather blindly from the window, 
intending to make her escape from a party which had become detestable. 

Asshe did so, however, she saw a familiar, infinitely consoling figure 
making hisway towardsher. Without any trace of chagrin for the parting 
last night, Roger came up to her and, grinning down at her in a friendly 
way, said, 

"Hello! Are we on speaking termsagain?" 

"Oh, Roger!" 'She clasped hishandsin both of hers 

"If you knew how glad—how glad—" Her voice failed her for a moment. 
"I'm so sorry about last night. I don't know what came over me, to say such 
horrid things Please forgive me. Of course I mind where you go and what 
you do." 

"Dear girl!" Roger laughed and held her hand very tightly. "I didn't really 
suppose you were completely indifferent, you know; I guessed you were 
just mad with me for the moment because I wastactless" 



"Well—" 

"I shouldn't have been in such a hurry to spring the idea of a change upon 
you. But I had only just heard about my probable transfer, and I way busy 
thinking how we could see to it that the Channel didn't divide ustwo in 
the future." 

'Yes—I do see." She wassmiling a little now. But her heart ached with 
sudden anguish at the thought that the Channel might divide her from 
Florian's 

'There is no need to make any hasty decisions*" declared Roger—by no 
meanshaving abandoned the idea of a change, it wasevident. "A lot of 
thingscan happen in a few months" 

"Of course." She smiled again, but more mechanically thistime. 

"Our businessat the moment isto enjoy Paristogether," Roger said with a 
laugh. "Which reminds me— have you seen your father and Millicent yet?" 

'Yes but"—Anthea roused herself determinedly—"I suppose I ought to try 
to find them again. They don't know anyone else here, and I don't want 
them to feel out of it." 

With her hand still in Roger's—that blessed contact which meant warmth 
and affection and reliability—she made her way slowly back through the 
crowd to where she thought her father and Millicent might be. But when 
she and Roger came in sight of them, she saw that, far from feeling out of 
it, they were very much enjoying themselves talking to Florian. 

AsAnthea and Roger came up, Millicent said something and Florian 
looked round. That keen, unemotional glance that could take in every 
detail of an ensemble in a flash did not missthe clasped hands And, while 
Roger wasgreeting the Marlowes Florian said softly to Anthea, 

"So the reconciliation wascomplete?" 

'Yes monsieur.'' 



She also spoke in a whisper, but with lowered lashesand neither smilingly 
nor intimately. She thought she would never again feel a real bond of 
amusement or sympathy with Florian. For, with all hischarm, he had 
shown an almost brutal indifference, just at the moment when she felt 
most loyal and warm-hearted towardshim. 

She thought he looked piercingly at her, but she refused to look up. And, 
after a moment, he turned to her father again and said, 

'Your daughter tellsme that she may seek a position in one of the 
London dress houses next season. It will be my loss* monseur, but 
undoubtedly your gain." 

"Indeed!"That wasMillicent, divided between the practical advantages 
of having a stepdaughter at one of the London dress houses* and the loss it 
would be to have not even a distant link withthefamousFlorian any 
more. 

"Anthea!" Roger exclaimed at the same moment, and looked unusually 
moved. 

'This is very good news* my dear." Anthea's father put hisarm round her, 
with a disregard for the brown taffeta suit which made Florian wince. 

'You didn't tell usanything about it." 

"Nothing issettled yet," Anthea said quickly. "I—I don't want to decide on 
anything in a hurry." 

"None of uswould want you to do that," Florian observed courteously. 
"But in something like six weekstime, the first pla nsfor the July showswill 
be made. It would be best for both you and me to know by then if you 
want to make a change." 

"I shall know by then," Anthea said almost curtly, and the subject was 
dropped. 



It wasover at last, this party which looked so pleasant and social on the 
surface, but carried beneath itspleasant exterior innumerable currentsof 
jealousy, rivalry and plain hatred. 

Anthea promised to rejoin her father and Millicent at the hotel later, but 
went back with the other mannequinsto change at the salon. They were 
all talking about Claudine, it seemed, and commenting on her brilliant 
looks 

'There one seesthe real professional,"observed Heloi'se, who had hated 
Claudine like poison when she wasat the salon. "It makesone realize that 
the amateur can never be anything but—amateur." 

At any other-time thiswould all have slid off Anthea's back. But, 
unnaturally sensitive asshe wasafterthe Florian rebuff, she felt she could 
hardly bear these comparisons between her and Claudine. 

She escaped at last. But even then, she could allow herself only a short 
respite in the solitude of her own room nearthe Ecole Milita ire. After that, 
she had to go to the hotel and spend the evening with her father and 
Millicent. And this inevitably, meant discussion of future plans 

Millicent tried hard to make her commit herself oneway or the other, 
while her father executed some effective variationson the theme of the 
lonely parent. 

"I expect Florian would be sorry to lose you, in spite of all hispolite airs" 
said Millicent. 

"On the contrary, I don't think he would missme at all," retorted Anthea, 
making herself smile and shrug indifferently. "Fie could get back Claudine, 
the girl who modelled my type of dress before I came on the scene. She 
wasthere thisafternoon, completely recovered from the accident which 
put her out of the running before." 



"Well, I must say you're casual about your connection with that 
fascinating creature." Millicent laughed. "But, in any case, it would be a 
pity to leave before you were quite sure of something else. Having tasted 
independence and had a place of your own, you would want the same in 
London, I'm sure." 

She evidently meant to make it clear that Anthea must not suppose 
there wasa place waiting for her in her father's house. 

"Of course," Anthea agreed coldly. "I shouldn't think of anything else. But 
I'm not afraid about getting another job. A recommendation from Florian 
takes one anywhere in the fashion world." 

"And then," put in her father, with the air of one who saw further than 
most, "you may not need even that. I have an idea that Roger Senloe has 
other plans for you." And he laughed. 

"Oh, Father—really, we're just friends*" exclaimed Anthea, remembering, 
asshe used the term, Florian'scontempt for it." 

"But you could be more if you liked just to crook your little finger," 
Millicent said with a laugh. 

Anthea refused to ans/ver that, and managed to keep the conversation 
on less persona I topics for the rest of the time she wasthere. 

But she knew, of course, that Millicent wasright.The deep, precious* 
intimate friendship with Roger could any day become something much 
more significant. 

She sat by her open window, aswasher wont, fora long time that 
evening, gazing out into the warm night sky of Paris* softly flushed with 
the reflection from a thousand lamps* and she tried to read her own heart 
and, by it, plan for her future. 

Michael had gone from the scene like a half-remembered shadow, and in 
hisplace was Roger—solid, dependable, a darling—the stuff of which good 



husbandswere made. She had only to follow out his suggest ion and 
transfer to London when the time came in order to bring that chapter to a 
happy and inevitable conclusion. 

And a very lucky and happy girl she would be, she knew. 

To set against that her romantic, inexplicable love for the life she was 
now living wasreally rather absurd. 

She was not a career-girl by nature. She was not a mannequin by 
passionate desire. She wasa girl who, by accident, had come into the 
crazy, fantastic, faintly unreal life at Florian's But the spell which the place 
had put upon her wascomplete. 

The place ?—If it were only the place, then any other dress house should 
do almost aswell. There wasnot so much difference between them. Even 
in her inexperience, she knew that. 

But in all the world there wasno other dress house where Florian would 
come in—worn and impatient, smiling and indulgent, sardonic and 
amusing, arrogant and brilliant—in any one of the thousand moodswhich 
she had learned to watch for and know. 

Who else would call her "mon enfant" and "petite" in just that way? And 
who else would she wish to have do it? 

It was not the life that enthralled her, not even the scene alone that 
fascinated her. She wascaptivated by the tremendous varied, inescapable 
personality of the man from whom all this stemmed. 

And he had told her he that it a reasonable idea for her to leave and go 
back to England ! 

Odette had once declared he could be a monster. She had also spoken of 
hisoccasional quick cruelty. But Anthea felt she could have forgiven all 
these theoretical faults if only he had not been so coolly, monumentally 
indifferent. 



She told herself that her decision was made, and she went to bed and 
eventually to sleep, thinking that she meant this But when she awoke 
next morning, she wasasfar asevery from knowing her own mind. And 
that day —and for several days afterwards—she went to the salon in a 
turmoil of emotion and indecision. 

Not that anyone suspected thisfor one moment. She wasgood-tempered 
and cooperative with the other girls obedient and respectful to Madame 
Moisant, and almost her usual self even with Florian. 

In the eveningsshe went out with her father and Millicent, and gave 
every appearance of enjoying herself with them. Sometimesthey were 
joined by Roger, and to him she wasfriendly and almost affectionate, as 
she had always been. Only she found that, instinctively, she kept their 
relationship from drifting into anything approaching the romantic. Until 
she had resolved the chaos in her own self, she must not allow Roger to do 
or say anything irrevocable. 

By the time she came to the last day of her father's and Millicent's visit, 
she felt that she had been under a strain for long enough. In a way, she 
wasof course sorry to see at least her father go, but there wassome relief 
aswell in the knowledge that for them, at any rate, she would no longer 
have to pretend. 

"Well, child, let usknow your plansassoon asthey are settled," her father 
said, ashe kissed her good-bye. 'We shall be very glad to have you back 
again in London." 

He seemed to take it for granted that it was merely a question of time, 
and that in principle the decision had already been taken. 

"If you want me to start looking for a nice little place for you, just let me 
know," Millicent told her. "I think I know what you would like. But, if I were 
you, I should think twice before leaving Florian's" 



Twice! Anthea felt she had thought two hundred timesat least. 

But she thanked Millicent, kissed them both, and promised to keep them 
informed about her plans 

It wasa singularly quiet day at the salon, after all that. But in the 
afternoon she wascalled to Florian'sworkroom, where he wasbusy on the 
final design for the South American girl's trousseau—the wedding dress 
itself. 

When Anthea came in, he wasstanding there, regarding several sketches 
and on the work-table wasa length of soft, iridescent silver tissue. No one 
else was in the room. 

Anthea wasused to thiskind of work by now. It wastiring, but it was 
interesting. She stood there patiently, asquite often before, while he tried 
the effect of the gleaming material thisway and that upon her. He hardly 
spoke to her—hardly seemed aware of her asa person at all. She wasa 
model, so far as he wasconcerned—no more and no less 

And yet—memory went back to that time he had spoken of her— 
knowledgeably, indulgently, almost regretfully—the day Odette had 
accused him of being a poseur. 

He had said then that she would change, Anthea remembered sadly, and 
that then he would no longer design wedding dressesfor her in the soft, 
cloudy materials but in satinsand taffetasand tissues 

She glanced down at the material he wasdraping on her, and on 
impulse she said suddenly, 

"Monsieur Florian, have I changed already?" 

"Changed, Gabrielle?" He spoke absently, ashe nearly always did when 
he wasworking. "In what way?" 



'You said—once—that you would not design wedding dresses for me in 
the more sophisticated materia Is so long asl was—unknowing, wasthe 
word you used. Only when I changed." 

'This is not designed for you, petite. It is an order for a customer who 
requiresthe sophisticated materials If I were designing for you, the 
wedding dresswould still be in soft and cloudy materia Is That iswhy you 
will soon have to tell me if you will be here for the next Collection—or in 
London." 

She wassilent, but her heart began to beat heavily. And at last she said, 
with a sort of desperate candour, 

'You would rather I went, wouldn't you?" 

"I have not said so." 

"But you would prefer to have Claudine?" 

"I have no feeling in the matter." His voice wassuddenly completely 
empty of expression and, for the first time in Anthea's knowledge of him, 
flat and unmusical. "I merely think that, in ail the circumstances it might 
be better if you transferred to London." 

Such empty phrases! 

"Monsieur Florian," she said, with almost childlike simplicity and distress 
"why don't you like me any more?" 

'You are mistaken, Gabrielle. No question of liking or disliking entersinto 
this I only want what is best—for you." 

Again there wasa short pause. 

'Then suppose I say that I intend to stay?" she spoke softly, but with 
determination. 

It was he who hesitated thistime. Then he said, 

"If I repeat that I think it would be better for you to go, will you please 
not take that for an expression of dislike." 



"Only of indifference." She could not quite keep the note of pain and 
reproach out of her voice. 

"Nor indifference," he replied, standing back to see the effect of what he 
had been doing. 

"But"—she looked fruitlessly for some sign of emotion in the pale, rather 
set face of the man who—she knew it suddenly—ruled her every thought 
and action—"if it is neither dislike nor indifference which makesyou wish 
me to go, what is it?" 

"I have said—I think it might be better for you." 

"Am I not the best judge of that?" 

"No, mon enfant," he said, and suddenly he looked so disillusioned and 
weary that she remembered that he wasthirty-eight and a man who 
must have done and seen many things outside her experience in hisvaried 
ca reer. 

"I don't understand," she told him sadly, and she drooped a little. 

"Stand up straight, please. I can do nothing if you slouch like that," he 
exclaimed, with barely controlled impatience. 

She straightened up and bit a lip which trembled. 

"Monsieur, it is not difficult to see that you truly want me to go. It seems I 
can do nothing to please you." 

"Be quiet," he said harshly. 'You know I cannot work if you talk. This isall 
wrong." And, coming over to her, he flicked the shining material off her 
and started again. 

She swallowed hard and wished she dared to touch him. He seemed so 
far away in everything but actual fact. But there wasa long silence while 
he worked. Then he stood back, walked the length of the room away from 
her and said, 

"Now—walk towards me." 



Some shutter clicked in her brain, and for a moment she wasback in that 
incredible scene when he had first come into the salon and found her there 
with Madame Moisant. 

'That wasthe first thing you ever said to me," she told him, almost in a 
whisper." 'Walk towards me,'you said, 'asthough you liked me.'And I did, 
monsieur. And I liked you from that moment. I thought you liked me too, 
but now you send me away because—" 

"My God, do you want it from me in wordsof one syllable?" he exclaimed, 
in a tone of supressed passion. "I am sending you away because I love 
you—I adore every damned thing about you. The way you look at me, 
smile at me, reproach me, flatter me, berate me, lecture me—Everything 
you do is a tormenting joy to me. I love you a nd I'm fifteen yea rstoo old 
for you, and a hundred yea rstoo old in experience. When you were a 
baby, I probably already knew more of life than you'll ever know. Go 
home to the life you know, marry your confoundedly worthy Roger, with 
whom you confidingly hold hands* and remain the happy innocent, 
unknowing creature God meant you to be." 

"But 

'There's no need for you to explain or protest or even comment. Do you 
think I didn't see what it meant to you to quarrel with him?—and still 
more, what it meant to make it up with him? I have not often in my life 
held my hand when I wanted something, but thistime I want someone 
else's happiness more than my own. I thought I wastoo cynical—too 
worldly—ever to drop to such depthsof sentiment. But I will even make 
the final gesture"—and suddenly he gave her hisvery beautiful smile—"I 
will make your wedding dress for you, cherie. But do not ask me to your 
wedding." 



She had stood where she wasthroughout this long speech, only once 
making the attempt to interrupt him. Then, as he smiled at her, she too 
smiled—the radiant, tremulous* incredible smile which had made his 
wedding dress famous 

"Florian," she said—and the curioususe of thisasthough it were his 
Christian name made him go suddenly pale—"when I first wore your 
wedding dress you told me to look asthough the man I wished to marry 
were there before me. I don't know how I looked—Darling, I don't know 
what I have to do, for it isn't make-believe any longer. It's so real—so 
real—that all the technique isgone—even the words—" She stopped 
suddenly and just held out her armsto him. 

In a second she wasin hisarmsand he waskissing her. Not the light, 
tender kind of kiss he had given her once before, but quick, passionate 
kissesthat had almost the quality of pain in them. Then he held her a little 
away from him, looked at her with curiously shining eyesand said softly, 
"My God, I have not deserved her." 

They were probably the only truly humble words Florian ever uttered. 

He could not let her go, after that—could not hear enough that she had 
loved him all the time and not 'the worthy Roger" ashe insisted on calling 
his rival. 

"Poor Roger—I hope he was not too fond of me," she exclaimed 
remorsefully. But Florian said with cheerful callousnessthat someone must 
always lose. 

"At least we never quite reached the romantic stage," she murmured, her 
conscience still troubling her. 

He looked down at her and smiled. 

'You mean I have not many kissesto resent on his behalf?" 

"None." 



"None? Then he will get over you." 

"But would you have got over me, if I had gone with him?" 

'You forget, petite, that I had already kissed you—once." 

'That didn't seem to count much," she objected. 

"No?" He laughed softly. "I assure you it wasthe moment when I was lost." 

"Oh—my dear." She leant her forehead against hisshoulder, and he 
gathered her close, silver tissue a nd a II. 

"Are you really going to marry me?" He touched her bright hair with his 
lips 'You know I'm yearstoo old for you, don't you?" 

"Not if you love me." 

"And that you might well be happier with a better, lessdifficult man?" 

"Are you trying to make me change my mind?" she asked with a smile, 
and she put her hand lightly against hischeek, asshe had longed—and 
feared—to do only ten minutes before. 

"No." He turned hishead and kissed the palm other hand. "I only want 
you to know what you are taking on." 

"I do know," she said slowly. "Believe me, I do know. I am not quite so 
unsophisticated asyou think. I am aware that I might marry a—better, if 
you like—a more ordinary man, and be pleasantly and uniformly content. 

I should never know the occasional misery which I may possibly know with 
you—" 

"Oh, no!" he said quickly. 

"—but I should also never know the rapture which you alone can mean 
for me. One must choose, Florian—one must choose. And I have chosen 
you, my darling—with my eyesopen." 

He held her then and kissed her—until Mademoiselle Charlotte looked in 
to ask something, and permitted herself the luxury of a small shriek of 
surprise and scandalized delight. 



"Come in, mademoiselle." Florian looked round and addressed her 
courteously. "Come in and congratulate me. Gabrielle has just promised to 
marry me, and we shall have to discussthe most important wedding dress 
thisfirm hasever made." 

Mademoiselle Charlotte came slowly into the room, murmuring her 
astonished phrasesof congratulation. And, in her bright, knowing, already 
respectful glance, Anthea suddenly saw herself reflected, not asGabrielle, 
but asMadame Florian. 

There was no question of keeping it a secret after that, even temporarily. 
It was essentia I that Madame Moisant should know within the same hour 
asMademoiselle Charlotte, unlessa major crisiswere to be precipitated. 

Florian himself came down with Anthea—first to tell the faintly amused 
and not entirely surprised Madame Moisant—and then to make hisown 
characteristic announcement to her immediate colleagues 

'You will perhapslike to know that Claudine isreturning to us" he said, 
"since Gabrielle will be leaving to become my wife." 

There was immediately pandemonium, everyone crowding round 
Anthea, congratulating, exclaiming, questioning and—already—making 
suggestions a bout her trousseau. 

Fora few minutes Florian stood therewith her, smiling, indulgent, 
indescribably relaxed, asshe had never seen him before. Then hissecretary 
looked in to say that he waswanted on the telephone from Lyonsand, 
with a glance at histyrannical watch, he said, 

"I will see you later, petite. The South American'swedding dress must wait 
today. But I shall need you at ten tomorrow. Ten sharp." 

'Yes monsieur'' she said, from force of habit. At which he took her by the 
chin and kissed her in front of them all, before he went out, laughing a 
little to himself. 



"It iswell that he ismaking an honest woman of you,"observed Heloi'se, 
casting her congratulations in characteristic form. 

"It iswell that you are making a happy man of him," Odette countered. "I 
have not seen Florian look like that before." 

Anthea smiled, but she did not answer either of them. In spirit she was 
already taking leave of the room where she had known such hope and 
fear, such misery and joy. Claudine would take her place here again, to 
laugh and flirt, lounge, pirouette and pose. But none of that mattered any 
longer. In all that mattered she was now for ever part of Florian's Her 
choice wasmade. 



